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Ech-O, a sound repeated, or given back.
Fern-mat-ted, covered closely with ferns.
Gulch, a deep bed of a torrent when dry ; a gully.
W hile the  m orning light beams on the 
fern-m atted streams,
And the water-pools flash in its glow, 
Down th e  ridges we fly,, w ith  a loud ring­
ing cry—
Down th e  ridges and gullies we go ! 
And th e  cattle  we hunt, they  are racing 
in front,
W ith  a roar like the  thunder of waves, 
As the  beat and th e  beat of our sw ift 
horses’ feet 
S ta r t the  echoes away from th e ir caves ! 
As the beat and the beat 
Of our sw ift horses’ feet 
S ta rt the echoes away from their caves.
Like a w intry  shore th a t the w aters ride 
o’er,
All. the lowlands are filling w ith sound 1 
For sw iftly we gain where the  herds on 
the  plain,
L ike a tem pest, are tearing  the ground ! 
And we follow them  hard to the rails of 
the yard,
Over „ llches and m ountain-tops grey, 
W here the beat and the beat of our sw ift 
horses’ feet
W ill die w ith the echoes away !
W here the beat and the beat 
Of our sw ift horses’ feet
W ill die w ith  the echoes away !
— K e n d a l l .
(The poet, Henry Clarence Kendall, was born in New South Wales in 1841, and died there in 1882 
best verses are those descriptive of Australian scenery.)
ms
AN A D V E N T U R E  IN A GARDEN.
Ad-vanc-ing, going forward.
Ad-ven-ture, a stirring event.
Ap-proached( drew near.
At-tl-tude, position of the body.
Bal-ance, to make steady.
Beau-ti-ful, pleasing to the sight or the mind. 
Blanched, became white.
Con-sist-ed, made up of.
Ex-Clt-ed, roused into action.
Gazed, fixed the eyes in a steady look.
Pad-dock, an enclosed piece of land. 
Pro-ceedf to go forw ard; to act. 
Re-plied( answered.
Rep-tile, an animal th a t crawls. 
Re-treat-ing, moving back from a place. 
Schoon-er, a kind of ship.
Sit-u-a-tion, a state of things. 
Stead-i-ly, without shaking. 
Trem-bling, shaking; quavering. 
Un-fas-tened, loose; not fixed.
“ T a k e  hold o f  my hand, Trix—that way, and walk slowly at first. 
You'll soon be able to go alone.”
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Trix was walking on the low iron railing th a t divided the flower­
beds from the lawn, her cousin Leslie holding her fast by the hand, 
and helping to balance her.
“ Do yon know, Trix, that this was the way th a t Blondin, the great 
tight-rope walker, first learned to do such wonderful things ? His 
mother used to set him on a railing when he was a little  boy, and teach 
him to balance himself.”
“ You try now, Leslie,” said Trix, jum ping to the ground.
Leslie Ford got on the railing, and balancing himself with his 
outstretched arms, walked along quite steadily for about a dozen yards.
“ Why, you’ll get as clever as Blondin, Leslie, if you go on like 
that.”
“ Oh, I  only do it for fun,” Leslie replied, laughing. "  I  don’t 
want to be a tight-rope walker. I ’m going to be a captain, you know, 
and have a schooner, and sail to the islands, like Uncle Laurence.”
At that moment Leslie’s terrier Pounce jumped up from where he 
was lying close by, and rushed down the garden towards the creek 
which flowed at the foot of the garden.
" W hat’s Pounce up to now, I wonder ? ” said Leslie. “ H e’s 
always getting excited about something.”
“ I ’ll go to see,” said Trix.
“ I f  you’d wait for me at the bridge, I ’d get my rod and have a try 
for a fish.”
Trix followed Pounce, and Leslie entered the house.
Beatrice Marshall and her mother had come up from Sydney to 
spend a few weeks with their country relatives at their station. I t  
was September, the spring-time of the year ; the garden was a mass of 
lovely fruit blossom, and the bush, or forest, was just as beautiful 
with the yellow wattle 4 and the white clematis.2
In a few minutes Leslie came out of the house again, rod in hand. 
The little creek that flowed past the foot of the garden, over a bed of 
yellow sand, and between banks bordered with tall brown bulrushes3 
and Indian shot,4 contained plenty of small silver-coated fish.
Leslie ran down the micldle walk of the garden. W hen he 
approached the wooden bridge that crossed the creek, he beheld a sight 
th a t made him quicken his pace to a run. Trix stood on the other side 
of the bridge, in an attitude of the greatest terror, her face blanche 1, 
and trembling in every limb. Beside her stood Pounce, also trembling 
visibly, his hair erect, and his eyes staring from his head, as he gazed 
a t an object on the bridge. That object was a long black snake th a t 
lay midway on the bridge.
For a moment the sight almost took away Leslie’s breath, and his 
heart leaped up into his mouth. I t  was not the first time he had seen 
a snake by any means, but he had never been brought face to face 
with a situation exactly like the p resen t; and he was only a little 
boy.
The snake was rearing itself, and slowly waving its long slender 
body, neither advancing nor retreating. Its  tongue was thrust out,
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and moved this way and that with the motions of the reptile’s body. 
Its eyes were fastened upon Trix and Pounce. The little girl stood 
rooted to the ground with terror, unable, it seemed, to move hand or 
foot. But a trembling cry broke from her lips— “ Oh, Leslie, Leslie ! ” 
was all she could utter.
Escape for Trix was quite cut off, for there was only a space of 
about a dozen yards behind Her, and then a fence, too high for her to 
climb at any time, divided the garden from the paddocks beyond. She 
was hemmed in on all sides.
For a moment or two, I say, Leslie felt his heart beating rapidly, 
but with a big gulp he choked back the tightness that had risen in his 
throat, shut his lips hard, and then opened them to say one sentence5 
—" Don’t be afraid, Trix.”
Leslie had never killed a snake, but he had seen a good many killed 
by his father and the men about the station, and knew exactly how to 
proceed. The thing was to keep a cool head and a steady hand and eye.
Leslie’s fishing-rod was a home-made one ; he had, in fact, made it 
himself. The top joint consisted of a long piece of cane, th a t could be 
slipped out in a moment. Leslie now unfastened it : it was exactly 
what he wanted, for the cane bent easily, while at the same time it 
was tough and strong. I t  was just the sort of weapon for dealing with 
a snake.
{To be continued.)   Adapted from  L lTTLE FOLKS.
{By permission o f  Messrs. Cassell and Co.)
1. Wat-tle, an Australian tree, a kind of
Acacia.
2. Clem-a-tis, a climbing plant.
3. Bul-rush, a kind of large rush, growing in
wet land or in water.
4. In -d i-a n  shot, a plant with large leaves and
showy flowers. I t is so called because it is 
found in India, and its seeds are like small 
shot. I t is grown in gardens in Victoria.
5. S en-tence, a number of words expressing a
complete thought.
MR. NOBODY.
Ly-ing round, scattered about.
Mis-chief, damage.
I  know a funny little  man 
As quiet as a mouse,
W ho does the mischief th a t is done 
In  everybody’s house !
There’s no one ever sees his face,
And yet we all agree 
That every plate we break was cracked 
By Mr. Nobody.
’Tis he who always tears our books,
Who leaves the door a ja r ;
He pulls the buttons from our shirts, 
And scatters pins afar.
That squeaking door will always squeak, 
For, prithee, don’t  you see,
W e leave the oiling to be done 
By Mr. Nobody.
Prith-ee, pray thee.
Squeak-ing, making a shrill sound.
He puts damp wood upon the fire,
T hat kettles cannot b o il;
His are the feet th a t bring in mud,
And all the carpets soil.
The papers always are mislaid,
W ho had them  last but he ?
There’s no one tosses them about 
But Mr. Nobody.
The finger-marks upon the door,
By none of us are made ;
W e never leave the blinds unclosed,
To let the curtains fade.
The ink we never spill ; the boots 
That lying round you see
Are not our boots ; they all belong 
To Mr. Nobody.
— R iv e r s id e  M a g a z in e .
Given in  R ichardson’s “  E asy Recitations."
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“ NEED I GO TO S C H O O L ? ”
Ex-act-ly, tru ly ; quite. I Syl-la-ble, several letters taken together
Pa-tient, steady. I so as to form one sound.
“  Oh, father ! need I go to school?” said Johnnie one m orning as 
his mother was getting him ready. “ I don’t understand books. 
I  never shall. 1 had rather cut wood in the bush with you, and 
work ever so hard.”
“ Johnnie, how did we fell th a t big tree yesterday ?” asked his 
father.
" A stroke at a time, and keeping at it,” answered the boy.
" Exactly so,” said his father. “  A word a t a time, and keeping 
at it, will make you a good reader ; a syllable a t a time, and keeping 
at it, will make you a good speller ; a sum at a time, and keeping at 
it, will make you good in figures ; a thought at a time, and keeping 
a t it, will make you master the hardest book in the world. A patient 
keeping at it, Johnnie, and you will be a scholar.”
“ Is th a t all ? ” asked Johnnie.
“ All,” said his father.
" I  th ink I  can do th a t,” said Johnnie; and before six years from 
that time, he stood first in the highest class at school.
— C h a t t e r b o x .
THE HORSE AND
Ail-ing, i l l ; feeling pain.
Bade (.bad), told.
Be-soughti begged.
Bur-den, load.
Car-oase or Car-cass, a dead body. 
Com-plaing a finding fault.
Dis-o-blig-mg, unkind.
THE LOADED ASS.
Fa-ble, a story told to excite wonder, or to 
enforce some useful truth.
Into the bar-gain, besides; in addition. 
Pun-ish-ment, loss or pain for a crime or 
fault.
Re-lievef to ease; to help.
Wont (ivunt), used ; accustomed.
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A m a n  who kept a horse and an ass was wont in his journeys 
to spare the horse, and put all the burden upon the ass’s hack. 
The ass, who had been some time ailing, besought the horse one 
day to relieve him of part of his load ; “  For if,” said he, " you 
would take a fair portion, I  shall soon get well again ; but if  you 
refuse to help me, this weight will kill me.” The horse, however, 
bade the ass get on, and not trouble him with his complaints. 
The ass jogged on in silence, but presently, overcome with the 
weight of his burden, dropped down dead, as he had foretold. 
Upon this, the master coming up, unloosed the load from the dead 
ass, and putting it upon the horse’s back, made him carry the 
ass’s carcase in addition. " Alas, for my ill-nature ! ” said the 
horse ; “ by refusing to bear my just portion of the load, I  have 
now to carry the whole of it, with a dead weight into the bargain.”
A disobliging temper carries its own punishment along with it.
— O n e  o f  TE s o p ’s F a b l e s .
(.Esop lived about 600 B .C .; he is said to have been a slave, but obtained his freedom on account o f  his 
ability in telling tales such as that given above.)
' '  : : ; _
SHORT STORIES.
Ac-ci-clent, mishap ; unforeseen event. 
Ap-plied; sought to get.
As-ton-ish-ed, made to w onder; surprised. 
Con-jur-ing (Kan-), doing wonderful tricks. 
Cus-tom-er, a regular buyer.
Ev-i-dent-ly, clearly.
Ex-claim; cry out.
Ex-plo-sion, a bursting with loud noise. 
In-dus-tri-ous, not slothful or idle.
Mer-chant, one who sells goods on a large 
scale.
Mim-ic, one who imitates.
Re-fused; said she would not.
Re-mem-ber, bring to mind again.
Re-solved; made up his mind.
Sit-u-a-tion, place; employment.
Ter-ri-ble, dreadful.
Up-roar, noisy confusion.
T H E  P A R R O T  W O N D E R E D .
Some sailors are very fond of talking parrots, and these birds often 
become great mimics.
Two sailors once went to see a man do some conjuring tricks. 
They took their parrot with them.
The man did some very clever tricks, and after each the astonished 
sailors would say, " That was clever ; I  wonder what he will do next.”
I t  happened th a t the man had some gunpowder in a tin  on his table, 
and by some accident a lighted match fell into it. There was a terrible 
explosion, and things were thrown all over the' place, everyone being 
more or less hurt. In the midst of the uproar the parrot was heard to 
exclaim, " That was clever ; I  wonder what he will do next.”
“ NICE MILK.”
A little girl went to visit her grandfather in the country. She 
was fond of milk, but firmly refused to drink any while there, without 
giving any reason. When she returned home, her mother said to her,
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“ You had nice milk to drink in the country, hadn’t you ? ” “ Oh, no ;
I  didn’t drink any of that milk ! ” she replied. “ Do you know where 
my grandfather got it ? I saw him squeeze it out of an old cow.”
“ GOOD FOR NOTHING.”
Willie Pontif was told by his mother to be a good boy and do as he 
was asked.
“ I will mother,” said Willie, " if you will give me a penny.”
“ Does my little boy want to be paid for being good ? ” said Mrs. 
Pontif.
“ Well, mother,” said Willie, “ you wouldn’t have me ‘good for 
nothing,’ would you ? ”
THE DOG’S REVENGE.
A farmer, having sold a flock of sheep to a dealer, lent him his dog 
to drive them home, a distance of thirty miles, desiring the dealer to 
give the dog a meal at his journey’s end, and tell mnAto go home.
The dealer found the dog so useful that he resolved to keep it j) 
and, instead of sending (it back, locked, it up. The animal grew 
sulky, and at last escaped. The dog, evidently thinking sthe drover 
had no right to detain the sheep, collected all that had belonged to, its 
master, and drove the whole flock home again.
JU S T  A HINT TO BOYS.
/ 1 stood in a shop the other day when a boy came in and applied for 
a situation.
/ ‘ Can you write a good hand ? ” was asked.
“ Yes.”
1" Good at figures ? ”
“ Yes.”
“ Know the city well ? ”
“ Yes.”
“ That will do—I don’t want you,” said the merchant.
/- “ But,” I said, when the boy had gone, “ I  know that lad to be an 
honest, industrious boy. Why don’t you give him a chance ? ”
“ Because he hasn’t learned to say ‘ Yes, sir,’ and ‘ No, sir.’ I f  he 
answers me as he did when applying for a situation, how will he answer 
customers after being here a month ? ”
What could I  say to that ? He had fallen into a bad habit, young 
as he was, which turned him away from the first situation he had 
applied for.
— C h i l d r e n ’s H o u r ,  S.A.
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THE S T E A D F A S T  TIN SOLDIER.
Ap-pear-ing, looking.
At-ten-tion, notice.
At-tract-ed, drew.
Dain-ty, n ic e ; well-formed.
Draught, a cu rren t of air.
Ex-act-ly, quite.
Fas-tened, made f a s t ; secured by a lock.
Hel-rnet, a k ind  of hat.
Kha-kee^ a  kind of cloth.
Mir-rored., shown in a looking-glass. 
Re-mark-a-ble, noted.
Rep-re-sent, place before. 
Saun-ter-ing, walking in  a lazy m anner. 
Ut-tered, said.
/A, f
'V i  i V r
Once upon a time there were five-aud-twenty tin soldiers, who were 
brothers, for they had all been made out of some old spoons. They 
each carried a gun and kept their eyes straight to the front, appearing 
quite grand in their uniform of red and blue. (This was long ago, 
before sober Khakee was thought of.)
The first words they had heard in the world, when the lid was 
taken off their box, was “ Tin soldiers ! ” These were uttered by a 
little boy who clapped his hands with joy, and then began to place the 
soldiers in a row on the table. They had been given him for a birthday 
present. \
You must know that they were all exactly alike except one that 
had been made last. There had not been enough tin to finish him, and 
so he had only one leg, on which, however, he stood as firmly as if he 
had two. It was just this soldier who became remarkable.
There were many other playthings upon the table, but the toy that 
attracted most attention was a great castle made of cardboard. There 
were little windows in it through which one could look into the rooms. 
In front there were trees placed round a piece of looking-glass which 
was meant to represent a lake. Swans made of wax rested on this 
lake, and were mirrored in it.
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A pretty sight it was, but prettier still was a little lady that stood 
at the open door of the castle. She was also cut out of cardboard, but 
had a dress of the finest linen, and over her shoulder was a narrow 
scarf of blue ribbon, in which a bright brooch was fastened, quite as 
big as her whole face.
The little lady was a dancer, and she held both her arms stretched 
out, and one leg raised so high that the Tin Soldier could not see it, 
and thought that she had only one leg like himself.
“ That would be the wife for me,” he thought, “ but she is rather 
grand. She lives in a great castle, while I have only a box, and 
twenty-five of us share that. It is no place for her. But yet I must 
try to make her acquaintance.” 1
So he lay down at full length behind a snuff-box which was on the 
table, and gazed at the dainty little lady, who continued to stand 
without losing her balance.2
When evening came the little boy put all the other tin soldiers in 
their box, and by and by the people of the house went to bed.
The toys now began to play at making calls,3 at war, and at 
giving balls. But the tin soldiers couldn't get out, though they wanted 
ever so much to join in the sport, for the lid of their box had been 
fastened. The nut-cracker turned heels over head, and the pencil had 
fine sport with the slate. They made so much noise that the canary 
woke up, and began to chirp and whistle.
The only two who did not stir from their places were the Tin 
Soldier and the little Dancer. She stood straight up on the tip of her 
toes, with both her arms spread out, and he never ceased gazing at 
her.4
In the midst of it all the clock struck twelve, and, snap! the lid 
flew off the snuff-box; but there was no snuff in it, no ! there was a 
little black imp,5 named Jack-in-the-box instead. It was a trick box. 
“ Tin Soldier,” said Jack-in-the-box, “ don’t stare at what doesn’t 
concern you.”6
But the Tin Soldier pretended not to hear him.7
“ Wait till to-morrow, and you’ll see,” said Jack-in-the-box.
The next morning when the children got up they placed the Tin 
Soldier on the window-sill.8
Now, it was either the imp or the draught that did it—at any rate 
open flew the window, and headlong downward went the Soldier from 
the third story.9 W hat a terrible fall ! He landed with his leg 
straight up, and the spike of his helmet and his bayonet10 stuck 
between two paving-stones.11
The servant and the little boy ran down stairs at once to look for 
him, but, though they almost trod on him, they could not find him. 
If  the soldier had cried out “ Here I am,” they would have found him 
easily enough, but he did not think it becoming12 to call out loudly, 
because he was in uniform.
Presently it began to rain ; the drops fell thicker and thicker, and 
at last descended in torrents.
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When it was over two boys came sauntering along. "Look," said 
one, "there is a tin soldier ; let us put him in a boat, and send him 
on a voyage."
(To be continued.)
— Adapted from  H a n s  A n d e r s e n ’s F a i r y  T a l k s .
1. Make her ac-OLuaint-ance, get to know her
well.
2. W ith-out' lo s-in g  her bal-ance, steadily.
3. M ak-ing ca lls , paying v isits; going to see
people you know.
4 . N ever ceased  gaz-ing a t  her, kept on
looking at her.
5. Imp, a little evil spirit, or worker of mis­
chief.
S. D oesn’t  con-cern' you, has nothing to do 
with you.
7. Pre-tend-ed not to  hear him , gave no
sign of knowing tha t he had spoken.
8. W in-dow -sill, the flat piece of wood or stone
at the bottom of the window-frame.
9. Story, a set of rooms on the same floor or level.
10. Bay-O-net, a pointed piece of steel fitted to
the muzzle of a soldier’s rifle.
11. Pav-ing-stones, flat stones for placing side
by side to make a footpath.
12. Did not th in k  it  be-com -ing, did not
think it the right thing to do.
H O W  A BI RD FLIES.
Bis-CUit, a kind of hard unraised bread. 
Con-cave, hollow and rounded like a saucer. 
Con-vex, rising into a rounded form. 
Ef-fort, a putting forth of strength. 
Es-cape? to get free.
M in-ute (m in '-it), sixty seconds.
M ov-a-ble, tha t can be moved. 
Pas-sen-ger, a traveller by coach, &c. 
Pos-si-b le, that can be.
Sud-den-ly, quickly.
Trav-el, move; pass to a distant place. 
Trav-ell-ing, journeying.
When a bird flies it beats the air with its wings. It is the down- 
stroke of the wing which raises the bird in the air. You know that 
when you jump you press your feet hard and suddenly against 
the earth, and as the earth is firm and does not give way your 
body is forced to give way and rises into the air. In swimming1 we 
strike the water with our hands and legs, but the water gives way very 
easily, and we cannot push against it so well as we can against the 
solid earth. Air gives way even more than water, and hence few 
animals2 can move in the air at all. Birds can do so, because their 
wings are very broad and strong, and can press a great deal of air very
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hard at the same time. When the air is pressed down very hard and 
very suddenly the bird’s body rises upwards. All the effect of the 
stroke would be lost if the np-stroke were exactly like the down-stroke; 
one would raise the bird’s body in the air, and the other would bring it 
down again.
But you can see for yourselves that the bird’s wing is arched, and 
the hollow side is downwards. It is a little like an umbrella,3 and you 
know how much less the upper side of an umbrella catches the wind 
than the under side. In a high wind we turn the upper, (or convex) 
side of the umbrella to the wind, so that the wind may catch it as little 
as possible. I f  the wind suddenly catches the under (or concave) side 
of the umbrella at a street corner it strikes the umbrella with such 
force that it will often turn it inside out.
This will help you to understand how the under side of a bird’s 
wing strikes the air much more strongly than the upper side. The air 
cannot escape as quickly from the concave side as from the convex 
side.
The wing is at the same time a kind of oar, and the bird travels by 
rowing with its wings. The quills of a live bird are not set stiffly in 
the wings, but are movable. Each quill can be swung round a little 
way, like one of the bars of a Venetian blind.4 During the up-stroke 
the quills are set so that the air can easily pass between them ; but 
during the down-stroke they form an unbroken surface, which strikes 
the air with the greatest force possible.
When many strokes are made quickly one after another, the bird 
rises in the air. You can hardly imagine how quick the strokes of a 
bird’s wings are. You could not move your arm up and down so fast 
for half a minute.
A bird does not rise in the air because it is lighter than the air. It 
is not at all like a balloon.5 We see that when a bird is shot, it falls 
almost as fast as a stone.
Sometimes we see birds fly very fast without any sign of effort. 
Sea-gulls often follow a steamer at sea to pick up bits of biscuit thrown 
to them by the passengers. I have been on the deck of a fast steamer, 
travelling nearly twenty miles an hour, and have seen the gulls follow 
close astern for hours together. They do not flap their wings, but 
seem to sway and lean first this way and then that, and travel 
as smoothly and easily as if they were merely floating in the air. 
But they must be working hard all the time, or they could not go so 
fast.
— M i a l l ’s O b j e c t  L e s s o n s  f r o m  N a t u r e .
[B y  perm ission o f  Messrs. Cassell and Co.)
L Swim-ming, moving in water when supported
by it.
4. Ve-ne-tian blind, a blind made of thin slats
which are movable. Venetian, belonging to
2. An-i-mal, tha t which has life, feeling, and Venice.
power to move. 5. Bal-loon, a bag made of light material and
3. Um-brel-la, a shade or screen for sheltering filled with gas lighter than air, so th a t it will
a person from the sun or rain. rise in the air.
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G O R D O N  IN CH I NA .
As-sau.lt? sudden attack.
Com-mand-er, the chief officer of an army. 
Com-plete-ly, fully.
Daunt-less, fearless.
Des-per-ate-ly, w ithout regard to  danger or
In-ten-tion, design; aim.
safety.
Gal-lant, brave.
In^Ci-dent, event; th a t which takes place. 
In^stant-ly, a t once.
Mus-ket, a kind of gun.
Oc-curred? happened.
Pri-vates, common soldiers; those not officers. 
Pug-ree, a ligh t scarf worn round a hat. 
Re-bel-lion, striving against lawful rule. 
Stat-ue, an image.
S tO C k -a d e ?  an enclosure made w ith posts or
stakes.
You have all heard of that brave and good man— General Gordon, 
a statue of whom, after his death a t Khartoum about 11 years ago, the 
people of Victoria caused to he placed in Melbourne, near the Houses 
of Parliament. The following incident which occurred while he was 
in China, engaged in putting down a widespread rebellion, will interest 
you :—
The rebels—the Tai-pings as they were called—were in number like 
the sands on the sea-shore ; probably the army that opposed Gordon 
in Soochow and elsewhere amounted to about 100,000 men. Gordon’s 
intention was a great and daring assault upon the north-east wall of 
Soochow.
The attack was to be made at night, and Gordon, never forgetful 
of the minor details1 of fighting, gave orders that all his men should 
wear white turbans or pugrees, lest they might mistake each other for 
the enemy.
The assault took place at one o’clock in the morning, Gordon’s 
gallant fellows advancing in silence to the strong stockade. Gordon 
led the advance. He was armed to the teeth—with a cane! He 
had nothing else, save his own dauntless courage, and the little Bible 
he never parted with. Near Gordon were Major Williams and Major 
Howard.
At first the surprise was complete,2 for our hero and his brave 
fellows got through the outer works ; but next came the inner, and 
very strong stockade. I t  was a forlorn hope,3 and the marvel is that 
Gordon was not killed.
“ Scarcely,” says Hake, u were the troops at the front engaged on 
the stockade to support their commander, when the Tai-pings opened 
a heavy fire with cannons and muskets. The rebel line seemed one 
line of fire, while the attacking party were throwing rockets5 and
But the firing becomes fiercer than ever. And then, a la s ! the 
retreat is sounded, and Gordon withdraws, repelled but not defeated.6
Early next morning, therefore, Gordon’s guns once more began to 
thunder, and soon a terrible assault was delivered.7
All our hero's forces were to the front. They fought desperately, 
and against fearful odds,8 swarming up breastworks with sword and 
bayonet, sometimes climbing stockades, sometimes even swimming 
ditches.
shells.”
*
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Death or victory ! Yes, that’s what it meant.
Yet Gordon’s men are paying dearly with their very heart’s blood 
for the victory that is to come. But lo ! see, there is a wilder, madder 
rush of the enemy than ever, and Gordon, with but a handful of his 
men, is cut off from the main body of his army.
Will he be taken prisoner and instantly killed? Not he. He just 
looks once behind him. He sees at a glance he cannot rejoin his force. 
At any rate, like a true Briton, he has a horror of going back.
“ On, lads, on!” he shouts, waving his cane—his magic wand9 of 
victory. On they rush !
It seems to be to certain death. But no, the stockades he enters are 
nearly empty—they are completely empty before Gordon has finished 
with them. Now with his handful of brave men he captures a fort. 
More of his men come up. Victory is won! But in that one assault 
fifty privates and many of Gordon’s own staff10 were slain.
— Dr. Gordon Stables in  “  O u r  D a r l in g s .”  {Adapted.)
1. Mi-nor de-tails, small points.
2. The sur-prise' was com-plete' the enemy
did not know tha t they were coming.
3. A for-lorn' hope, a very dangerous attem pt.
5. Rock-et, a kind of firework for throwing to a
distance. Those used in war are loaded with 
powder and bullets.
6. Re-pelled' but not de-feat-ed, forced to
return, but not overcome.
7. Ter-ri-ble as-sault' was de-liv-ered, a
violent attack was made.
8. A-gainst' fear-ful odds, against far greater
numbers.
9. Mag-iC wand, a staff or stick used by men
who perform tricks th a t deceive the eye.
10. Gordon’s own staff, those officers about 
Gordon employed by him to carry out his 
orders.
FAIRY P I S T O L S .
A-muse-ment, de ligh t; pastime.
An-tiCS, tricks ; capers.
Glimpse, a short hurried view.
scat-ter-mg, strewing aoout. 
Whirl-ing, moving round rapidly. 
Won-der-ful. strange.
“ What can that noise he?” said Mr. Greencoat Grasshopper to 
his friend Longlegs, one hot summer day ; “ there it is again. Don’t 
yon hear it ? pop ! pop ! pop!”
“ Perhaps it’s fairy fireworks!” said Longlegs.
“  That’s not very likely,” answered Greencoat, “ they would hardly 
be letting off fireworks in the day-time. I t seems more like fairy 
pistols to me. I really must go and see what it is.”
Off he jumped, so high and so far that he found himself on the top 
of a gorse bush, whilst all around him came the sound of pop! pop! 
pop!
" Aha” ! exclaimed Greencoat, “ it must be some bees or flies in the 
gorse, but no ! I know all their voices quite well, and yet I don’t know
1896.] THE SCHOOL PAPER. 13
this sound, so it can’t be they ? I won’t guess any more, but just wait 
and see.”
Pop came something against his head ! " Oh !  what was that ? ” 
said Greencoat, turning smartly round. Pop came something against 
his hind leg ! This time Greencoat caught a glimpse of something 
black whirling through the air. " Something black, is it ? ” He 
thought to himself. "W ell, I  shall soon find out what it is, if I go 
on watching.” Suddenly, just under his feet, a pod of gorse1 burst 
open with a loud sound, and, right and left, flew the two little black 
halves of which it was made, scattering the seeds as they leaped 
over Greencoat’s head.
Greencoat was so startled that he too sprang into the air, and, 
as it happened, he came down on the very spot where one of those 
black halves had fallen, two yards away from the bush.
" Well !” said Greencoat, speaking to the bit of pod, "well, now 
I know that it is you and your brothers who make all that noise, 
perhaps you will kindly tell me why you do it ? ”
" Oh, I ’m so tired,” said the little black thing, " I must just rest a 
minute first, and then I ’ll tell you.”
" Tired ! No wonder you are, you poor little scrap,” said Greencoat, 
in a very kind voice ; " why, you are quite twisted up.”
" Oh ! I ’m glad of that,” answered the bit of pod, " for now I  shall 
make a nice fairy corkscrew. We all try to make ourselves into fairy 
corkscrews, my brothers and I. When we are going off pop some­
thing inside us gives us a sharp pull that twists us, and then we fly 
through the air, just as you saw me do.”
"W ell, I think that’s very wonderful,” said Greencoat, " but you 
have not told me yet why you pop and fly so far away.”
“ Think, Master Greencoat, think,” chimed in a wise-looking field 
pansy2 which was growing near ; " what would become of all the 
baby gorse seeds if they lived in one nursery, crowded together under 
one bush ? ”
“ Why, they would not have enough room, of course,” answered 
Greencoat quickly. " Of course they wouldn’t,” remarked the pansy, 
as she gently fired off at him one of her own little brown seeds, 
which made a soft and pretty little pop.
" Oh ! can you do it too ?” exclaimed Greencoat laughing ; 
"well, it does seem a funny way of taking care of your children, but 
I  must say it’s a very good plan all the same.” Then he rubbed his 
hind leg against his wings, making such a shrill noise, to call 
Longlegs to come and see for himself what the fairy pistols were. 
With three jumps Longlegs was there, and he and Greencoat were 
very happy in the hot sunshine, racing the seeds and seeing who 
could jump the farthest, to the great amusement of gay Madam Gorse 
and wise Mrs. Pansy, who were looking on at their merry antics.
— N. Webb, in " H a n d  a n d  E y e . ” (Adapted.)
1. Gorse, a thorny evergreen shrub bearing yellow
flowers. Called also furze.
2. Pan-sy, a low-growing plant bearing flowers 
of various colours. Called also heart's-ease.
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T HE  D I S C O V ER ER  OF T HE  N OR T H C A P E .1
De-pict-ed, shown.
Fain, (adv.) gladly.
Hale, healthy.
Haunt (hant, “ a ” as in “ arm "), to be much 
about.
Hag-gard, wild.
Har-poon' a spear used for striking large fish. 
In-cred-u-lous, showing disbelief.
Lu-rid, gloomy.
Mere, a pool or lake.
Nar-whal, a small kind of whale with a long tusk. 
Sal-lied, went out quickly.
Sa-ga, an old Norse tale.
Sea-far-ing, following the business of a sailor. 
Sur-mise? doubt.
Taw-ny, yellowish brown.
Wailed, made a mournful cry.
Wal-rus, an animal like the seal, but larger. 
^ W e i r d ,  unearth ly ; wild.
' Won-drous, strange.
O t h e r e , 3 th e  old sea-cap tain ,
W ho dw elt in H elgoland,4 
To K ing Alfred, the Lover of T ruth, 
Brought a snow-white walrus-tooth, 
W hich he held in his brown right hand.
His figure was tall and stately ,
Like a boy’s his eye appeared ;
His hair was yellow as hay,
B ut threads of a silvery gray 
Gleamed in his taw ny beard.
H earty  and hale was Othere,
H is cheek had the colour of o a k ; 
W ith  a kind of laugh in his speech,
Like the  sea-tide on a beach,
As unto the K ing he spoke.
And Alfred, K ing of the Saxons,
H ad a book upon his knees,
And wrote down the wondrous tale 
Of him who was first to sail 
In to  the  A rctic seas.
“ So far I  live to the  northw ard,
No man lives north  of m e ;
To the east are wild mountain-chains, 
And beyond them  meres and plains;
To the westward all is sea.
“  I  own six hundred reindeer,
W ith  sheep and swine beside ;
I  have trib u te5 from the F inns,6 
W halebone and reindeer-skins,
And ropes of walrus-liide.
“  I  ploughed the land w ith  horses,
B ut my heart was ill a t ease,
For the  old seafaring men 
Came to me now and then,
W ith  their sagas of the  seas :—
“ Of Iceland7 and of G reenland,8 
And the storm y H ebrides,9 
And the  undiscovered deep ; —
I  could not eat nor sleep 
For thinking of those seas.
“  To the northw ard stretched the  desert, 
How far I  fain would know ;
So a t last I  sallied forth,
And three days sailed due north,
As far as the whale-ships go.
“ To the west of me was the  ocean,
To the righ t the desolate shore,
B ut I  did not slacken sail 
For the walrus or the  whale,
Till after three days more.
‘ ‘ The days grew longer and longer,
Till they became as one,
And southw ard through the haze 
I  saw the sullen blaze 
Of the  red m idnight sun.
“  And then uprose before me,
Upon the  w ater’s edge,
The huge and haggard shape 
Of th a t unknown N orth  Cape,
W hose form is like a wedge.
“  The sea was rough and storm y,
The tem pest howled and wailed,
And the  sea-fog, like a ghost,
H aunted  th a t dreary  coast,
B ut onward still I  sailed.
“  Four days I  steered to  eastward,
Four days w ithout a n ig h t :
Bound in a fiery ring 
W ent the g reat sun, 0  King,
W ith  red and lurid  lig h t.”
Here A lfred, King of the Saxons,
Ceased w riting for a while ;
And raised his eyes from his book,
W ith  a strange and puzzled look,
And an incredulous smile.
B ut Othere, the old sea-captain,
He neither paused nor stirred,
T ill the  K ing listened, and then 
Once more took up his pen,
And w rote down every word.
1896.] THE SCHOOL PAPER. 15
“  A nd now th e  la n d ,” said O thers,
“  B ent sou thw ard  suddenly,
A nd I  followed the  curving shore, 
A nd ever sou thw ard  bore 
In to  a nam eless sea.
‘ ‘ A nd th ere  we h un ted  th e  w alrus, 
The narw hal, and the  s e a l ;
H a ! ’tw as a noble game !
A nd like th e  ligh tn ing ’s flame 
F lew  our harpoons of steel.
“  There w ere six of us a ltogether, 
N orsem en10 of H elgoland ;
In  tw o days and no more 
W e k illed  of them  threescore,
A nd dragged them  to  th e  s tran d  ! ”
1. North Cape, N. of N orw ay; the  most
northerly  poin t of Europe.
2. King Alfred’s Orosius. King Alfred, called
the Great and the T ruth-teller (871-901 a .d .)
3. O-theref also spelled O h-there.
4. Hel-go-land, th e  old name of a p a rt of
Norway.
5. Trib-ute, a fixed am ount paid a t stated
tim es by one nation  to  another for peace or 
protection.
H ere A lfred , th e  T ru th -T eller,
Suddenly closed his book,
A nd lifted  his b lue eyes,
W ith  doubt and  strange surm ise 
D epicted  in th e ir  look.
A nd O there, th e  old sea-captain,
S tared  a t him  w ild  and  w eird ,'--------
Then sm iled, t ill his shining te e th  
G leam ed w hite  from  undern ea th  
H is taw n y , quivering  beard .
A nd to  the  K ing  of th e  Saxons,
In  w itness of th e  tru th ,
R aising  his noble head,
H e stre tch ed  his brow n hand , and  said,
“ Behold th is  w alrus-too th  !”
— L o n g f e l l o w .
6. Finns, th e  inhab itan ts  of F inland, in the
N.W. of Russia.
7. Ice-landf an island N.W. of Europe.
8. Green-landl an island N.E. of N. America.
9. Heb-ri-des, islands N.W. of Scotland.
10. Norsemen, or Northmen, th e  nam e of the 
early inhab itan ts  of Scandinavia.
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TOMBOY MADGE.
Creak-ing, making a grating or squeaking 
sound.
Crip-pled, lamed ; disabled.
O for a swim through  th e  running river, 
A nd one long pull w ith  th e  boys a t 
dawn !
0  for a ride on m y dear old Rover,
One tennis-round on the  grassy lawn.
0  could I  w atch  th e  sun on th e  wide sea, 
And feel the  cool foam around m y fe e t !
O breezes wild, come blowing about me, 
And fill the  bush w ith  your music 
sw e e t!
Is i t  a week since we crossed the river, 
(Shallow and clear for th e  tim e of the  
year);
And found th e  w attles and ta ll red clover 
Scenting th e  a ir from afar and near ?
Is i t  a week since we all w ent playing 
On th e  ben t arm  of th e  creaking gum  ?
W ho would have though t th a t  th e  old 
limb, swaying,
W ould lay th e  Tomboy crippled and 
dum b ?
I slept till  the  w ind aroused me, sighing,
Ju s t like the  voice of a lonely c h ild !
Scent-ing, filling with sweet odour. 
Shin-gled, covered w ith coarse gravel.
A strange m an’s h an d 1 on m y own was
lying.
H is eyes had a look th a t  was soft and 
mild.
H e did not know I  could hear him  saying, 
“  She m ay live on till the  season tu rn s ,2 
B u t ne’er again w ill she share in the  
playing
Of children, out in  the  flowers and 
ferns. ”
“  W hen th e  season tu rn s ,” you w ill find 
th e  grasses,
O ut in  th e  paddocks, yellow and deep.
B ury  me near w here th e  river passes, 
And le t them  cover me while I  sleep.
The boys when they  swing on th e  blue- 
gums bending,
A nd hear th e  waves on th e  shingled 
sand,
W ill sometimes th in k  of poor Tom boy’s 
ending,
W ho w aits for them  in ano ther land.
— J e n n in g s  C a r m ic h a e l .
(The above is an abridgm ent of the  original poem, and is printed here by th e  kind permission of the
authoress.)
1. A strange man’s hand, the  doctor’s hand.
2. Till the season turns, till the  spring had given place to summer.
A BLACEFELLOW'S LEGEND.
Ab-O-rig-i-nes, the  earliest known inhabitants 
of a country.
Bun-gil (Boon'-jil), Eagle-hawk.
Cap-tive, a p risoner; one kept in the power of 
another.
C u -r l-O U S , strange.
Im-me-di-ate-ly, at once ; instantly.
Leg-end, {Uj-Snd), a wonderful story th a t has 
come down from the  past.
Per-fect-ly, quite ; completely.
The Aborigines of Australia, or Blacks as they are usually called, 
had many curious legends that they used to tell each other as
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they sat round the camp tires at night. Here is one that the people, 
who lived where Melbourne is now situated, used to tell their 
children. I t  relates what befell two little boys who went out to 
search for gum on the wattle-trees. You must know that this 
occurred so long ago, that all was dry land where the Bay now 
lies. There was neither Yarra nor gullies running into it. All was 
perfectly level.
Well, these two little boys wandered some distance from the 
camp, and at length discovered a wattle-tree covered with great 
golden lumps of gum. They climbed up the tree without any 
difficulty, and ate as much as they could. Then they made balls 
of the rest and threw it to the ground, meaning to take it home 
with them.
By-and-by they came down to get it. The gum was nowhere to be 
seen. Backwards and forwards they hunted, and at last one of them 
found a hole in the ground into which it must have rolled. The other 
hoy picked up a spear which he had brought with him, and poked it 
into the hole. Immediately there was a great roar, and a voice out of 
the ground said—" W hat did you do that to me fo r?” I t  was the 
voice of an old man who lay just under the surface of the ground, 
with his mouth open. In a moment he sprang up, and as you may 
imagine the boys were very frightened.
They ran off towards home as fast as their legs could carry them. 
But the old man could run better still, and he overtook the little 
boy who had poked the spear into his mouth as he lay under the 
ground.
Then the old man went off with long strides towards the sea, 
carrying the boy under his arm, and as he walked, he dragged one foot 
after him, so as to make a furrow in the ground. Very shortly water 
began to trickle after them down the furrow, faster and faster, and 
more and more, until it grew into the Yarra.
Towards evening the old man camped with his captive where Port 
Melbourne now is, and there the water spread out over the land and 
formed the Bay.
Now, the father of all the Blacks, who lives on the other side ol 
the sky, is called “ Bungil.”
When he saw the old man making the poor little boy wade about 
in the water, Bungil was very angry, and put sharp things under the 
water, on which the old man fell and cut himself in pieces.
Bungil did this because he said—" Old men must never he cruel to 
little children.”
We are not told what became of the little boy after this, but there 
is no doubt that he must have returned safely to his people to tell 
them of his surprising adventures.
 A. W. Ho WITT.
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AN ADVENTURE IN A G A RDEN-(continued).
Hap-pened, taken place ; occurred. 
Hor-rid, dreadful.
Mo-tion-less, without motion ; still.
Ap-proach-ing, drawing near. 
At-tack-ing, coming against with force. 
Crea-ture, an animal.
De-scend-ing, moving downwards. 
Di-rect-ed, pointed.
Faint-ed, became insensible. 
Frigllt-ened, disturbed with fear. 
Glitrter-ing, brightly shining.
Pre-sent-ed, offered.
Re-vived; returned to life.
Slight-ly, a little.
Spine, the  backbone of an animal. 
Sup-port-ing, keeping from falling.
Tot-ter, to re e l; to stagger.
Vain-ly, w ithout success.
Ver-an-dah, an open roofed space adjoining a
house.
Wrig-gle, to twist quickly about.
Grasping the cane firmly in his hand, Leslie drew near the snake, 
approaching it from the side, which he knew to he the best way or 
attacking it. The reptile was now advancing a little, coiling and un­
coiling. Leslie waited until the creature was stretched out at full 
length, and so presented the fairest mark for a stroke.1
As he raised his arm for the blow the snake turned its head slightly, 
and directed its glittering eyes upon Leslie. Had the snake been able 
to continue looking at him for some moments longer, his nerves might 
have been shaken again, and his arm rendered unsteady.2 But the 
stroke was already descending, and Leslie brought down the cane with 
all his strength upon the body of the snake.
The blow fell just a little below the neck, fair on the spot at which 
Leslie aimed, for that he knew to be the part of a snake’s body he 
should try to hit if he wanted to make sure of killing it. The reptile 
lay for a moment limp and motionless beneath the stroke, then it 
began to wriggle slightly again, but the next instant Leslie had brought 
the cane down a second time upon its spine. The snake gave a shudder 
and lay quite still. Leslie knew that it was as good as dead.
He now looked up quickly at Trix. She was standing in the same 
position as before, watching what was going on with wide-open eyes. 
But at that very moment Leslie saw her totter to one side. He sprang 
across the dead snake, and caught his cousin just in time to save her 
from falling. Irix  did not speak nor look up, and her eyes were 
closed. She had fainted.
Pounce seemed to understand what had happened. He gave one 
look at Leslie and Trix, another at the dead snake, and then made for 
the house, barking loudly. Springing across the verandah, he entered 
the sitting-room by one of the open windows.
Mr. and Mrs. Ford, with Trix’s mother, were in the room, the two 
ladies writing letters, and Mr. Ford busy over some Sydney papers that 
had just arrived. The loud barking of the dog and his manner, which 
was more excited than it was wont to be, showed clearly to Mr. Ford 
and the ladies that something unusual had happened outside.
All three rose and followed Pounce, who ran barking down the 
garden again. A few _ minutes brought them in sight of Leslie and 
irix . The boy was still supporting his cousin, and trying vainly to 
carry her to the house.
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Mr. Ford ran up, and lifted Trix in his arms, at the same time 
giving a glance of some surprise3 at the snake.
“ You killed it, Leslie ? ” he asked.
“ Yes, father. I t  must have come out of that clump of reeds, I 
think.”
“ They’re getting much too thick here ; we must have some of them 
cut down. But you’ve settled your first snake very cleverly, my boy. 
The black snake, as I dare say you know, is one of the deadliest we 
have, but he and all his tribe are getting rare hereabout, I ’m glad to 
say.”
The two ladies now came up. Mr. Ford carried Trix quickly into 
the house, and placed her upon a sofa. Her face was bathed with cold 
water, and the little girl soon revived. On opening her eyes, she 
looked round in a dazed way,4 then her eyes rested on Leslie, and she 
said slowly—-
“ I think I could have walked along the rail quite steadily, Leslie, 
but a horrid snake crawled right under my feet, and I was so frightened 
that I fell off.”
She was mixing up events a little, you see; but perhaps, after what 
had happened, that was no great wonder.
— A dapted from  L i t t l e  F o l k s .
(B y -permission o f  Messrs. Cassell and Co.)
1. Pre-sent-ed the fair-est mark for a | 3. Glance of some sur-prise' hurried look of
stroke, gave him the best chance of hitting  it. wonder.
2. Ren-dered un-stead-y, made to waver. I 4. In a dazed way, in a confused manner.
NOW AND WAIT-A-WHILE.
Ac-tion, the doing of something. 
Al-low' permit.
Ar-rived' came.
By-and-by, before long. 
Dis-tressed' troubled. 
E n-joyedf had pleasure in ..
Gai-ly, merrily.
Neg-lect-ed, left undone.
Neigh-bour-hood, a place n e a r ; adjoining dis­
trict.
Stu-di-ous, diligent.
Stud-y-ing, fixing the mind closely upon a 
subject.
L ittle  Jim m ie W ait-a-w hile and little  Johnnie Now 
Grew up in  homes ju st side by side ; and th a t, you see, is how 
I  came to know them  both so well, for alm ost every day 
I  used to watch them  a t th e ir work, and also a t their play.
L ittle  Jim m ie W ait-a-while was bright, and sturdy, too,
B ut never ready to perform w hat he was asked to do ;
“  W ait ju st a m inute, ” he would say, “ I ’ll do i t  p re tty  soon,”
And things he should have done a t m orn were never done till noon.
He p u t off studying un til his boyhood days were gone ;
He p u t off getting  him a home till  age came stealing on ;
He p u t off everything, and so his life was not a joy,
And all because he waited “  ju st a m inute ” while a boy.
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B ut little  Johnnie Now would say, when he had work to do,
“  There’s no tim e like the present tim e,” and gaily p u t it through.
And when his time for play arrived ho so enjoyed the  f u n ;
His mind was not distressed w ith thoughts of duties left undone.
In  boyhood he was studious, and laid him out a plan 
Of action to be followed when he grew to be a man ;
And life was as he willed it, because he’d not allow
His tasks to be neglected, bu t would always do them  “ now.”
And so in every neighbourhood are scores of little  boys,
Who by-and-by m ust work w ith tools when they have done w ith toys. 
And you know one of them , I  think, because I  see you smile ;
And is he little  Johnnie Now, or Jim mie W ait-a-while ?
— N i x o n  W a t e r m a n , in St. Nicholas.
THE LARK AND H ER YOUNG ONES.
At-ten-tion, care; heed.
Busi-ness (Mz-nis), tha t which one has to do. 
Cous-in, the son or daughter of an uncle or
Neigh-hour, a person who lives near another. 
Rel-a-tives, persons connected by blood, as 
cousins, &c.
Re-peat-ed, went over again.
There was a brood o± young larks in *  field o± corn which was just 
ripe, and the mother, looking every day for the reapers, left word, 
whenever she went out in search of food, that her young ones should 
tell her all the news they heard.
One day, while she was absent, the master came to look at the state 
of the crop. " It is full time,” said he, “ to call in all my neighbours 
and get my corn reaped.”
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When the old lark came home, the young ones told their mother 
what they had heard, and begged her to remove them at once. “ Time 
enough,” said she, “ if he trusts to his neighbours, he will have to 
wait some time yet for his harvest.”
Next day, however, the owner came again, and finding the corn riper, 
and nothing done—“ There is not a moment to be lost,” said he, " we 
cannot depend upon our neighbours ; we must call in our relatives ; ” 
and turning to his son, " Go, call your uncles and cousins, and see that 
they begin to morrow.”
In still greater fear, the young ones repeated to their mother the 
farmer’s words. “ If  that is all,” said she, “ do not be frightened, for 
his relatives have harvest work of their own ; but listen with attention 
to what he says next time, and be sure you let me know.”
She went abroad the next day, and the owner coming as before, 
and finding the grain falling to the ground from over-ripeness, and 
still no one at work, called to his son, “ We will wait for our 
neighbours and relatives no longer, but must set to work ourselves 
to-morrow.”
When the young ones told their mother this—“ Then,” said she, 
“ it is time to be off, indeed ; for when a man takes up his business 
himself, instead of leaving it to others, you may be sure that he means 
to work in earnest.”
So they made a boat out of a newspaper, set the Tin Soldier in the 
middle of it, and started him off down the gutter. The two boys ran 
by his side clapping their hands. Dear, dear ! what waves there were 
in that gutter and what a strong current. But then it had been a 
heavy rain. The paper boat was tossed about, and sometimes it turned 
round so rapidly that the little soldier became quite giddy, yet he 
remained steadfast; he did not move a feature,1 but kept his eyes 
to the front, and his musket at “ the shoulder.”
All at once the boat shot under a long bridge that lay across the 
gutter, where it was as dark as in his box.
“ Where am I  going now ? ” he thought. " This is most surely that 
black imp’s doing. Ah ! if only the little lady were sitting by my side 
in the boat, I should not care.”
Suddenly there appeared2 a large water-rat that lived under the 
bridge.
— J E s o p .
THE STEADFAST TIN SOLDIER—{continued).
Ap-peared^ came in sight. 
Bal-an-cing, keeping steady. 
Cel-e-bra-ted, famous. 
Com-plete-ly, fu lly; quite. 
Cur-rent, stream.
Dan-ger-ous, unsafe.
Pro-ceed-ed, came from.
Rap-id-ly, quickly.
Sud-den-ly, abruptly ; without notice. 
Whirled, moved round rapidly.
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“ Have you a pass ” 3 asked the rat. " Come, out with it.” But the 
Tin Soldier kept silent, and held his musket tighter than ever.
The boat flew on, and the rat followed. How he did gnash his 
teeth,4 and shout out to the bits of wood and straw—“ Stop him, stop 
him ! he has not paid to ll ; he has not shown his pass.”
The stream rushed on more madly still, already the Tin Soldier 
could see the bright daylight where the bridge ended; but, at the same 
time, he heard a roaring noise, which might well have frightened the 
bravest man. Only think ! just where the bridge left off, the gutter fell 
right into a canal; for him it was as dangerous as to sail down a high 
waterfall would be for us.
He was now so near that nothing could stop the boat. I t  dashed on, 
the poor Tin Soldier holding himself as stiff as ever he could, so that 
no one should say of him that he had even so much as winked an eye. 
Twice, thrice, the boat was whirled round, and was filled with water to 
the very edge—it must sink. The Tin Soldier stood up to his neck in 
w ater; the boat sank deeper and deeper; the paper became loosened, 
and then the waters closed over his head. He thought of the pretty 
little Dancer whom he would never see again, and these words of an old 
song sounded in his ears—
“  Fare thee well, thou soldier steadfast,
For th is day thou’r t  called to  die. ”
The paper now fell a p a rt; and down, down he went, but was almost 
at that moment swallowed by a large fish.
Oh, how dark it was inside the fish ! worse than under the bridge 
over the gutter, and there was no room to move. But the Tin Soldier 
remained steadfast, and lay at full length with his musket at " the 
shoulder.”
The fish swam to-and-fro ; but soon it began to make violent 
movements.5 At last it became quite quiet, and then after a time a 
ray of light appeared. Suddenly the light shone brightly, and some 
one called out, “ The Tin Soldier, as I ’m alive ! ” The fish had been 
caught, sold, and taken to the kitchen, where the servant was opening 
it with a large knife.
She picked up the soldier by the waist between her finger and 
thumb, and carried him into the sitting-room, where everybody wished 
to see such a celebrated man, who had travelled about inside a fish ; 
but the Tin Soldier was not at all proud.
They placed him on the table, and—what odd things do happen in 
the world to be sure!—the Tin Soldier found himself once more in the 
room where he had been before, and saw the same children, and the 
same playthings on the table. The grand castle was there, and the 
pretty little Dancer. There she stood, balancing herself on one leg ; 
she, too, was steadfast. This touched the little Soldier so deeply that 
he nearly shed tears of tin ; only he knew that it would not have been 
proper to do so. He looked at her, and she looked at him, but they 
said nothing.
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Then one of the hoys took up the Soldier, and threw him into the 
fire, without giving any reason for doing so.6 No doubt that black 
imp, Jack-in-the-box, was at the bottom of it all.
The Tin Soldier was now lighted up by the flames, and he felt very 
h o t ; but whether the heat proceeded from the real fire, or from the fire 
of love, he did not know. His colour had completely gone, but whether 
this loss had been caused by his travels, or merely by grief, no one 
could tell.
He looked at the little lady, she looked at him, and he felt that 
he was melting ; but he still stood firm, shouldering his musket.
Some one opened the door and the draught of air caught the little 
Dancer, who flew like a fairy into the fire to the Tin Soldier. She 
blazed up, and was gone.
The Soldier, too, melted into a lump ; and the next morning, when 
the servant cleared out the ashes, she found him in the shape of a 
little tin heart. Of the Dancer nothing was left but the brooch, and 
that was as black as a coal.
— Adapted fro m  H a n s  A n d e r s e n ’s F a i r y  T a l e s .
! 4. Gnash his teeth, grind or strike his teeth
together.
5. Make vi-o-lent move-ments, struggle.
6. Giv-ing any rea-son for do-ing so, saying 
why he did it.
1. Did not move a fea-ture, did not change the
expression of his face.
2. Sud-den-ly ap-peared^ came into sight w ith­
out notice.
3. A pass, a ticket perm itting him to  come and
go.
LITTLE BOY BLUE.
Faith-'ful, true.
Stanch, constan t; trusty.
The little  toy dog is covered w ith  dust.
B ut stu rdy  and stanch he stands ;
And the  little  toy  soldier is red w ith  rust, 
And h |s  m usket moulds in his hands. 
Time was when the  l ittle  toy  dog was new, 
And the  soldier was passing fa ir,1 
And th a t was the  tim e when our L ittle  
Boy Blue 
Kissed them  and p u t them  there.
Tod-dling, walking with short unsteady steps. 
Trun-dle-bed, a low bed which is moved on 
little wheels.
“  Now, don’t  you go t il l  I  come,” he said, 
“  And don’t  you m ake any noise ! ”
So toddling  off to  his trundle-bed 
He dream ed of the  p re tty  toys.
And, as he was dream ing, an angel song 
A w akened2 our L ittle  Boy Blue -  
Oh, the  years are m any, the years are
B ut th e  little  toy friends are true.
Ay, faithful to  L ittle  Boy Blue they  
stand,
Each in the  same old place,
Aw aiting the  touch of a little  hand,
The smile of a little  face ;
A nd they  wonder, as w aiting these long 
years through,
In  the  dust of th a t  little  chair,
W h at has become of our L ittle  Boy Blue, 
Since he kissed them  and p u t them  
there.
- E u g e n e  F i e l d  (an American w riter, 1851-95).
1. Pass-ing fair, very pretty.
2. An an-gel song a-wak-ened, he died.
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THE PLATYPUS.
Act-U-al-ly, really.
Ap-proach' come near.
Be-lieved; thought.
Bur-row-ing, making a hole in the ground as a 
rabbit does.
De-scrip-tion, an account of what a thing is, or 
is like.
Di-et, food.
Dis-ap-pears' goes out of sight.
Flu-id, anything th a t flows, as water. 
In-flict-ed, caused.
In-ter-est-ing, pleasant to read, hear, or see. 
Ven-om-OUS, causing death or a dangerous 
wound through a bite or scratch.
A great deal has been written about the platypus1 : it is the 
strangest animal in the world. It has a body and legs like a mammal2; 
it has a bill like a bird; it moves, when on land, close to the ground, 
and is in other respects like a lizard, which is a reptile3; it lives partly 
on land and partly in the water like a frog, which is an amphibian,4 
and it swims like a fish. I t  is just as if something had been taken 
from each of the five great orders5 of animals so as to make up a 
creature which should be a mixture of them all.
The first time the skin of a platypus was seen in Europe it caused 
very great doubt and wonder ; people could not believe that it was one 
animal only: they thought that the bill of a duck had been joined to 
the body of a mole, the tail of a beaver, the feet of a swimming-bird, 
and the hind legs and spurs of an animal that nobodv knew anything 
at all about.
The platypus is found in many of the rivers and lagoons of Victoria, 
New South Wales, South Australia, Queensland, Tasmania, and pro­
bably Western Australia, but nowhere else in the world. When full 
grown it is from 14 to 18 inches long. Its bill is like that of a duck, 
but very much broader ; its fur is a rich dark-brown on the back and 
tan-coloured beneath the body, and glossy like velvet—beautiful to look 
at and to feel. The fore feet are webbed like those of a duck or goose,
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but the web extends beyond the toes, further indeed than in any water 
bird; the hind feet are not webbed more than those of a well-bred 
spaniel. The web of the fore foot is folded back under the foot when 
the animal is digging or walking, but is spread out when the platypus 
is at rest or swimming. (This is shown in the picture. The platypus 
resting, in the background, and the one in the act of uncurling, in the 
foreground, have the web extended; the platypus walking down the 
log has the web folded.) There are five claws on each foot. The male 
has a spur on each hind foot. This spur is very like that of a cock; it 
is also like the fang of a snake, for it discharges a fluid which some 
people believe to be venomous; others, however, say this discharge is 
harmless. Bushmen, who have been struck, say that the place scratched 
swelled up a great deal and caused them pain, but the writer never 
heard of any very bad results, and has never seen any one actually 
suffering from an injury inflicted by the spur. I t  is said that the 
female has a very small, partly-formed spur when young, but that this 
disappears as she grows older.
At the base of the bill there is a thin skin, which forms a fold 
nearly half-an-inch wide ; this, when the animal is burrowing, prevents 
dirt getting into its eyes, and into the fur beneath the head. A little 
in front of this skin are the nostrils, and behind it the eyes, which are 
small and beady and very b rig h t; close behind them are the openings 
to the ears ; they are half-hidden in the fur, and you will have to look 
closely to see them. The young platypus has partly-formed teeth ; 
hard horny substances on each jaw serve the purposes of teeth6 when 
the animal is full grown.
The platypus feeds on worms, water insects, and very small fishes, 
and it is also said to swallow m ud; probably it merely plunges its bill 
into the mud, just as the snipe bores in muddy places, to get the very 
small worms to be found there. I t  is sometimes caught on a hook, 
and “ Groundbait” gave a very interesting account some time ago in the 
Australasian of an inmate of the Lunatic Asylum, who was trying to 
catch fish, but caught a platypus instead. He thought it was the Evil 
One, and was so frightened that he ran away. Some one else secured 
it, and it became very tame and allowed itself to be stroked and petted, 
but died in a few weeks ; probably owing to the confinement, to the 
want of change of diet, and to the fact that it seems to have been 
treated as a water animal, and not as one used to land as well as water.
When the platypus wishes to make a home for itself, it burrows in 
the bank of the stream " from under the water, carrying the bore up­
wards in a slanting direction to a spot high above even flood-level.” 
To this burrow, which usually winds about a great deal, and which is 
between 20 and 40 feet long, there are often two entrances, one under, 
and the other above water.
The animal spends much of its time in its burrow, but "  when the 
sun is shining brightly it loves to lie at full length on the top of the 
water and bask in the sunshine.” Early in the morning and during 
the evening it goes abroad, no doubt in search of food.
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When swimming, it sometimes raises a part of its body above the 
w ater; but generally about half-an-inch of its bill is the only part 
visible. The little rings which are made in the water when it breathes 
are then the only signs of its presence.
u I t  is a shy animal, and as cunning as it is shy.” Its sight and 
hearing are very keen; it dives quickly at the flash of a gun, or when 
any one approaches, or when the slightest noise is heard. After diving, 
if it does not go into its burrow, it comes up a short distance from 
where it was last seen. As it breathes by means of lungs it cannot 
remain long under water.
Many of these animals have been caught, and much trouble has 
been taken to keep them alive in order to study their habits ; but they 
always die in a short time. No one knows yet all that might be known 
about them.
“ Groundbait ” says that he has found in their burrows eggs of a 
dark-brown, nearly black, colour, about the size of a pigeon’s, but 
shaped like a mandarin orange.7 Mr. Le Souef (Per Swef), of the 
Royal Park, who knows a great deal about the platypus, says the eggs 
he has seen are oval, white in colour, and of a leathery texture.8 There 
are some eggs at the Museum, but they have been a long time in spirits ; 
they are now whitish, and their shape is doubtful. If any school boy 
or girl, living near a stream, has seen a fresh egg, and will send a full 
description to the Editor of The School Paper, we shall be very glad, 
and the account will appear in a future issue.
I t is pleasing to know that a law has been made with the object of 
punishing those who kill this harmless and very interesting animal.
(T%g g'woZgff areybom am ArZWe "GrowW&wf" 
in the A u s t r a l a s i a n .)
1. Plat-y-pus, broadfoot; the animal is so
called from its broad webbed feet.
2. Mam-mal, an animal which suckles its young,
or an animal which is suckled when young, 
as a horse, a mare, a stag, a hind, &c.
3. Rep-tile, an animal th a t creeps, as a snake
or lizard.
■4. Am-phlb-i-an, an animal tha t lives partly 
on land and partly in the water, as, for 
example, a frog.
5. The five great orders, or groups, of animals
are mammals, birds, reptiles, amphibians, 
and fishes.
6. Serve the purposes of teeth, are used
instead of teeth.
7. Man-da-rin Or-ange, a small rather flat
orange.
8. Of a leath-er-y tex-ture, having a tough
covering.
WONDERFUL CHANGES.
■Ceased, left off; stopped.
Car-riage, a wheeled structure for carrying.
Ex-pect-ed, looked for.
Ex-pensef outlay ; cost.
Im-prove-ment, change for the b e tte r ; advance.
In-ter-est-ing, able to arouse attention.
Knowl-edge, learning; information.
Mes-sen-ger, a carrier of news.
The reign of Queen Victoria began in 1837. Many wonderful 
changes have taken place since then. People are much better off than
Pic-ture, a likeness of anything upon paper or 
other surface.
Po-lice-man, an officer for preserving order. 
Reign, time during which a king or queen rules. 
Scream-ing, uttering  sharp cries.
Tel-e-graph, an instrum ent for sending news 
rapidly between two points.
Won-der-ful, strange; surprising.
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they used to he. Every little boy and girl now learns to read, and when 
they have learnt they can always buy or borrow a good book in order 
to gain more knowledge. • Printing can now be done so cheaply that a 
penny, or even a halfpenny, will buy a paper full of stories and 
pictures, interesting to boys and girls.
I t is wonderful what we can do with a penny or two. A twopenny 
stamp will carry a letter from one friend to another in any part of 
Australasia. And for about a penny a mile we can be carried ourselves 
from one town to another on the railway.
Our fathers and grandfathers could not do such things at such a 
small expense when they were young. In England it was Rowland Hill 
who first thought of the plan of the penny postage. He said if only a 
penny was charged so many people would write letters that it would 
pay well to send them. His plan was tried and found to answer better 
than even he had expected.
When Queen Victoria came to the throne the construction of railways 
had already begun, but most of them have been laid down since.
Before her reign few people went more than 10 or 12 miles from 
their homes.
In the place they were born, there most of them stayed to the end 
of their days. But now nearly every one goes about the country, and , 
sees all he can for himself. If wages are low in one part of the 
country, a working man can now pack up his tools and go to another 
part.
Again, what a wonderful messenger is the telegraph ! A message 
can be sent hundreds of miles in the twinkling of an eye. The train 
can go fast, but it is a creeping snail compared with the telegraph. 
Many a thief has been caught by the help of the telegraph. The 
rogue has got into a train, and thinks himself a lucky fellow to have 
escaped. The train takes him hundreds of miles away in a few hours; 
but on stepping out of the carriage at the end of his journey a 
policeman’s hand is laid on his shoulder, and he is a prisoner. A 
message has been sent by telegraph since he entered the train.
Among the many wonders which have ceased to be wonderful, is 
the common match. We have now only to rub a match against the 
side of the box, and in a moment light springs out of darkness. Fifty 
years ago it was a hard task to strike a light. Sparks had to be got 
from a bar of steel by striking it with a flint stone ; then the sparks 
had to drop on some tinder, made of burnt rags, before a light could 
be got. Five or ten minutes passed away, sometimes, before this could 
be done..
Fancy a poor father or mother having to do all this in the middle 
of the night, with the baby screaming all the tim e!
These are only a few of the great improvements that have taken 
place since our good Queen began to reign. We ought to be very 
thankful for the blessings we enjoy under her peaceful rule.
God Save the Queen !
— Adapted, fro m  the H o l b o r n  S e r i e s  o f  H i s t o r i c a l  R e a d e r s .
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A CHAT WITH A DROP OF WATER.
Ad-ven-ture, a stirring event.
As-sist-ed, helped.
As-ton-ished, greatly surprised.
Cen-tur-y, a period of a hundred years. 
Col-lege, a place for higher learning. 
Con-tin-ued, went on.
De-stroyedf put an end to.
Bif-fer-ent, not the same ; distinct.
Es-cape? get free.
Es-cap-ing, getting free.
E-vap-O-ra-ted, passed off in vapour. 
E-vap-O-ra-tion, the process of passing off in
Ex-CU.se? pardon ; forgive entirely.
Ex-plor-er, one who travels in strange lands. 
Hand-ker-ehief, a piece of fine cloth carried for
wiping the face or hands. 
Im-ag-ined, supposed. 
Im-pris-oned, shut in.
Med-i-tate, th ink  seriously. 
Prai-rie, a large extent of grass land. 
Pro-fess-or, a teacher in a university. 
Re-mark-a-ble, strange; wonderful. 
Res-cued, freed ; released.
vapour.
It was a cloudy evening, and before making up my mind to go 
for a walk, I put my hand out of the window to learn if any rain was 
falling. A drop fell on my hand. I drew it back, and took out my 
handkerchief to wipe the drop away. Before I could do so I was startled 
by a voice that cried in liquid tones :1 “ Please don’t sop me up with that 
old handkerchief.” I stopped, astonished. It was the drop of water 
that had spoken. " Your room is so warm,” continued the drop, 
" I can’t  stay long with you, at any rate ; but I  think you might be 
friendly while I do stay.”
“ Why, certainly,” I said, as I sat down. “ Excuse me if the remark 
is rather personal,2 but you seem to be a very wise drop of water.” 
"W ell,” it replied, “ I should be. I have travelled much, and when 
1 was imprisoned in the ice of Greenland I had a chance to do a lot of 
thinking. One can meditate a great deal in several thousands of years 
of quiet, and the cold air keeps one’s head clear.”
" I f  you were imprisoned for thousands of years, how did you finally 
escape3 ? ” I asked.
" I had long given up all hope of escaping, but, about four years 
ago, I was broken from the little ridge of ice of which I  was a part by 
the sledge of an explorer, who was just returning from a fruitless 
search4 for the North Pole. As I jumped in the air, after being struck, 
I fell into a bundle of furs he had about his feet.
" There I remained until he travelled several hundreds of miles south, 
to where his ship lay. I then fell on the deck, and one sunny day I 
evaporated, and drifted about in the air. Happening to rise to a great 
height, I travelled southward for many days as vapour, but finally, one 
cool evening, I fell as dew on a little prairie flower. In the morning 
the sun took me up in the air for another day, and, next evening, I fell 
as dew again ; in short, I spent the whole summer going about from 
flower to flower. I t  was a pleasant life, after the long centuries of quiet.
" But winter came presently, and I fell from a cloud, of which' I 
was a part, as a snow-flake. I thought I was to be imprisoned for 
another long time, but a thaw came,5 and, with thousands of other 
drops, I escaped, and found myself in a large lake. Through this I 
drifted into the river that flowed out of the lake. In this river there 
was a great fall, and there I rose as spray, and was part of a rainbow,
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till I  fell back into the stream. Down this I passed to the Atlantic 
Ocean, from which I was at last rescued by clinging to the side of a 
tine codfish that was being pulled out of the water by a fisherman.
Shortly afterwards I assisted in a fog that floated over the United 
States, and since then I have led a roving life, being at different times 
vapour, dew, rain, hail, and snow.”
“ You must have had some strange adventures,” I remarked.
“ Yes ; I  once helped to wash a poor boy’s face, and came near 
being drunk up by a goat afterwards ; but evaporation saved me. I 
worked in a steam-engine for a few hours once. I never imagined I 
was so strong until then. Another time I  was a drop of sap in a 
maple tree,6 and was evaporated by the sugar makers.”
“ I suppose you feel very thankful to that explorer who freed 
y ou?”
“ Yes, indeed. If  these explorers do no other good, they bring a 
few of us south every year, and set us free. As for the Pole they are 
hunting for I  could tell you all about i t ; but your room is so warm I 
can’t stay any longer. I am slowly, but surely, evaporating.”
A moment afterwards I  was looking at the back of my hand, which 
was now quite dry, and wondering if the drop of water had ever been there. 
Since then I have many times wished that I  had caught that remark­
able drop of water, which I could easily have done by holding a piece 
of cool glass over it as it evaporated. I  could then have kept it in a 
bottle, and talked to it to my heart’s content.7
And what wonders it might have told me ! That drop of water was 
as old as the world. I t  had seen the dawn of creation, and it will 
exist as long as the earth, for it is a part of matter, and cannot be 
destroyed. All the changes the world has gone through it took its 
part in. Truly, I was careless to let it escape; for it could have told 
me more about the world and its history than all the professors of all
the colleges.
-Adapted Jrom a reprint in the S o u t h e r n  C r o s s .
1. In liq-uid tones, softly ; without harshness.
2. If the re-mark' is rath-er per-son-al, if
what I am about to say refers to private 
m atters in a way th a t may offend you.
3. Fi-nal-ly es-cape', get free at last
4. Re-tum-ing from a fruit-less search,
coming back w ithout finding what he had 
been seeking for.
5. A thaw came, the ice and snow melted.
6. Ma-ple tree, a tree common in the north of
the United States, from the sap of which 
sugar is made.
7. To my heart’s con-tent' as much as I
wished.
A WET SHEET AND A FLOWING SEA.
Gal-lant, splendid; strong.
Heav-ing, rising.
Her-it-age, th a t which passes from heir to heir.
A w et sheet1 and a flowing sea,
A w ind th a t follows fast,
And fills th e  w hite and rustling  sail, 
And bends th e  gallant m ast !
Mar-i-ners, sailors ; seamen.
Rustling, making a soft, whispering sound. 
Tem-pest, a furious storm.
And bends the  gallant mast, my boys, 
W hile like the  eagle, free,
Away the  good ship flies, and leaves 
Old England on th e  lee. -
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“  0  for a soft and gentle wind ! ”
I  heard a fair one cry ;
But give to  me the  swelling breeze, 
And w hite waves heaving high :
The w hite waves heaving high, my lads, 
The good ship tigh t and free ; 3 
The world of w aters4 is our home,
And m erry men are we.
1. Sheet (here), th e  rope fastened  to  th e  lower 
corner of a sail.
2. On the lee, on th e  side opposite to  th a t against 
w hich th e  w ind blows.
3. Ship tight and free, ship w ithou t leaks, and 
w ith  its  hu ll free from  shell-fish and  weeds.
4. World of waters, th e  ocean.
5. Homed (pronounced horn-ed  in  th e  line in  the 
poem) moon, th e  m oon w hen shaped like a 
c re sc e n t; th e  new  moon.
6. There’s tem-pest . . . cloud, from  the  
look of th e  moon and  sky  a storm  seems to  be 
near.
7. The hol-low oak, a ship, because ships are 
often bu ilt of oak.
8. Our her-it-age the sea, from  early  tim es 
British sailors have won for th e ir  coun try  bo th
There’s tem pest in your horned moon,5 
And lightning in yon cloud ; 6 
And hark  the  music, m ariners !
The wind is piping loud.
The wind is piping loud, my boys,
The lightning flashes free—
The hollow oak7 our palace is,
Our heritage th e  sea.8 
— A l l a n  C u n n in g h a m  (1785-1842).
fam e and  w ealth , w hich have been passed on 
from  those who gained  them  to  those who cam e 
after. Of. Cam pbell’s “ Ye M ariners of Eng­
land  ” : —
“ The sp irits  of you r fathers
Shall s ta r t  from  every wave !
F o r the deck it was th e ir  field of fam e,
A nd ocean was th e ir  g rave .”
And also—
“  B ritann ia  needs no bulw arks,
No tow ers along th e  s te e p ;
H er m arch is o’er th e  m oun ta in  waves,
H er hom e is on th e  deep .”
The hoi-low . ■ . sea, as heirs we have  
received a  ship as ou r palace, and  th e  broad 
ocean as o u r lands.
GOD SA VE TH E Q UEE N,
Key A .
' d d :r ti :- .d : r m : ni :f m .r : d
1. God save our g r a - cious Queen, Long live our no ble Queen
- m, m, :f, r, :-.d, :si d : d :1. Si .fi
2. Thy choi - cest gifts in store, On her be pleas’d to  pour,
1 d, : di :f, S| : -.1, :ti d :l i :f, Si .se,:li
r d :ti d :—— : — s : s : s s .f : m
God save the Queen. Send her vie - to ri - ous,
fi :mt :r, m, — : — m : m : m m .r : d
Long may she reign. M ay she de - fend our laws,
f, :s, :s. d, : — d, :m, :s, d .d : d
(1 f :f : f f .in :r m :f .m :r .d ■'jHap py and glo ri - ous, Long to reign
1 r : r :r r .d :ti d :t| .d :si .1,
And ev er give us cause. To sing w ith
I Si :t, :r Si :-  .s. :si d :r .d :t, .li
m . f  :s 1 . s , f m :r d : —
O ver us, God save the Queen.
d .'ti,li : s, .fi :m, fi • S|,l[ s, :f. m, ; —
heart and voice, God save the Queen.
Si .fi :m, .ri :di f. Si : s t dL i —
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Thy choicest gifts in store 
On her be pleased to pour, 
Long may she reign.
May she defend our laws, 
And ever give us cause 
To sing with heart and voice, 
“ God save the Queen.”
O Lord our God, arise,
Scatter our enemies,
And make them fa ll; 
Confound their politics, 
F rustrate their knavish tricks, 
On Thee our hopes we fix :
God save us all.
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SOMEBODY’S MOTHER.
Anx-ious, uneasy.
Of-fered, held out.
T he woman was old, and ragged, and 
grey,
And bent w ith the chill of the  w in ter’s 
day;
The street was wet w ith a recent snow, 
And the woman’s feet were aged and slow.
She stood a t the crossing, and w aited long 
Alone, uncared for, amid the throng
Of hum an beings, who passed her by, 
N or heeded the glance of her anxious eye.
Down the street w ith  laughter and shout, 
G lad in the freedom of school let out, 1
Came the boys, like a flock of sheep, 
H ailing the snow2 piled w hite and deep.
P a st the woman, so old and gray, 
H astened the  children on their way,
N or offered a helping hand to her,
So weak, so tim id, afraid to stir,
Lest the carriage wheels or the horses’ 
feet
Should crowd her down in the slippery 
street.
A t last came one of the  m erry troop— 
The gayest laddie of all the group ;
Slip-per-y, sm ooth ; no t affording firm footing. 
Trem-bling, s h a k in g ; to tte rin g .
He paused beside her, and whispered low, 
“ I ’ll help you across, if you wish to go.”
H er agbd hand on his strong, young arm 
She placed, and so, w ithout h u rt or harm ,
He guided her trem bling feet along, 
Proud th a t  his own were firm and strong.
Then back again to  his friends he went, 
H is young heart happy and well content.
“ She’s somebody’s m other, boys, you 
know,
For all she’s old, and poor, and s lo w ;
“ And I  hope some fellow will lend a hand 
To help m y  mother, you understand,
1 ‘ If  ever so poor, and old, and gray, 
W hen her own dear boy is far away. ”
And “ Somebody’s M other ” bowed low 
her head
In  her home th a t night, and th e  prayer 
she said
W as—“ God be k ind to  the  noble boy, 
W ho is somebody’s son, and pride, and
joy .”
-A%ZAor %%A%OW%, (Ag BALLARAT COURIER.
1. Glad in  the free-dom of school le t out, pleased because school was over, and they  m igh t play.
2. Hail-ing the snow, shou ting  ou t “  snow ” w ith  deligh t.
THE A U ST R A L IA N  “  BABES IN  THE WOOD.”
(A %  0 /  ^Ag A a s  0 /  i^Ag m  ^Ag JA t^Z gg, % gar j % r g A a 9%,
1864, 0/  ZAgfr yggg^g.)
Ad-vancedi wore on ; w ent on.
Coo-eyed, shou ted  o u t “ cooey,” or “  cooee.” 
Di-rec-tion, line or course.
Ex-pect-ed, looked for.
Gath-ered, collected.
Hoarse, having a harsh  rough voice, as from  a 
cold.
Mall-ee (a  as in “  final ”), th e  th ick  scrub in the 
north-w est of Victoria.
Mis-er-a-bly, in a  w retched  m anner.
Pil-lO W , a suppo rt for th e  head of a  person when 
ly ing  a t rest.
Res-cue, recovery ; being freed from  danger. 
Roused, woke from  sleep.
Squealed, cried o u t w ith  a  sharp  shrill sound.
I don’t mean the babes that the robins covered over with leaves 
when they were dead. Mine is a far better story than that. There
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are three children in my story, and their father and mother were not 
dead ; neither had they a wicked uncle who wished to kill them. There 
were no greedy and cruel robbers in my wood ; but only snakes, and 
lizards a yard long that ran up trees, and opossums that squealed and 
scampered about in the night. There were no robins either ; but only 
beautiful parrots, cockatoos, crows, magpies, and laughing-jackasses.
I t  was the Australian bush, not damp and cool, not mossy and 
ferny, like, for instance, the bush of New Zealand, but hot, dry, prickly, 
and dreary.
I think the parents of the three children were selectors, or small 
farmers. Very likely their house was built of slabs split from the forest 
trees, and had a bark roof. I  suppose they didn’t buy their brooms, 
but made them of the twigs of a shrub.
Well, one day, the mother said—“ Now, children, run away to the 
scrub, and get me some broom ! ”
They liked going to the scrub, and had been there many a time. 
So off they went, merrily. The eldest was a boy nine years old ; the 
youngest also a boy about three ; and the third, whose name was Jane, 
was between seven and eight.
They had a good time in the scrub. They climbed trees ; found 
a ’possum asleep in a hollow log, and poked it with a stick ; chased 
lizards and butterflies ; picked some wild flowers, and ate some bright 
amber-coloured gum from the wattle-trees.
But by-and-by they thought it was time to go home ; so they 
gathered some bundles of broom for mother, and started off.
After they had walked a long way they began to think it was 
further to the edge of the bush than they had expected, therefore they 
went faster. In an hour or so they found the bush was thicker, and 
that it looked strange. Then a fear began to creep over them. They 
stopped, and cooeyed, and cried—“ Father !” “ Mother !” but there was 
no answer. Then they hurried on again. Presently, the little boy 
began to cry, and his sister said—“ Don’t cry, Tommy dear; don’t cry. 
We’ll soon be home, and you shall have a nice supper. Let me carry 
your broom, it’s too heavy for you.”
She took the bundle of broom, and on again they went with beating 
hearts, stopping sometimes to cooey and to look abou t; and then on, 
on, on, till the sun set, and the bush grew gloomy and dark. By 
this time their hearts were bursting with grief and fear, and even the 
brave sister joined the others in helpless crying, for she knew that they 
were lost in the boundless bush, and might have to die miserably, one 
by one, without ever seeing father or mother again.
They sat down by the foot of a big tree and talked of home, and 
wondered if father would be vexed, and if mother yet knew that they 
were lost.
Tommy soon cried himself to sleep, and they put some of the 
broom under his head for a pillow. Poor dear little things ! they little 
thought how glad mother would have been to see them without their 
broom.
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As the night advanced, it grew cold, and Jane, who was awake, took 
off her skirt to wrap round little Tommy. Oh, boys, if you have a 
sister, don’t be unkind to her. Some day, when you are in trouble, 
you may find out how brave and good a girl can be.
She crept close to her brother, and lay listening to the mournful 
cry of the curlew, and the startling rush of the ’possum, as it ran over 
the dead leaves and bark from tree to tree. At last she fell asleep, 
and slept till the wild mocking laugh of the jackass roused her a t 
dawn. W hat a waking it was ! Tired and cold, hungry and thirsty, 
and— l o s t  !
But now we must leave them to wander away and away, for we want 
to know what their father and mother were doing.
A BLACK TRACKER.
(From Pyke's W i l l i a m  B u c k l e y ,  t h e  W i l d  W h i t e  M a n ,  b y  kind permission of Mr. E . W . Cole.)
The mother grew anxious as the day wore on, and the children did 
not return ; and so, late in the afternoon, she went into the bush and 
cooeyed till she was hoarse, but got no answer. Then she rushed 
to tell her husband, and he ran far into the scrub and cooeyed till after
36 THE SCHOOL PA PER. ' [April,
dark, but no reply reached his ears. Next, they told their neighbours 
what had happened, and soon a score of people were searching. 
All the next day, and the next, they searched for miles and miles in 
every direction, but found nothing. Then a messenger was sent to 
bring some blackfellows to track the children, while the rest continued 
the search during the whole of the third day. At night there was no 
news of the children, and the poor mother began to lose hope of ever 
seeing her darlings alive. 
They were lost on Saturday, and on Wednesday the blacks set out 
to find the bodies, at least, of the lost ones. With them also went the 
father and some neighbours.
(To be continued.)
— Rev. B . W. Fairclough in the S o u t h e r n  C r o s s  (.Adapted).
WHEN I’M A MAN.
An-vil, an iron block upon which metals are 
shaped.
Chim-ney, a flue or passage for the escape of 
smoke or heated air.
Hon-est (h mute or silent), upright; trusty.
F irs t Boy—
W hen I ’m a man, a man,
I ’ll be a farm er if I  can, and I  can !
I ’ll plough the  ground and the seed I ’ll 
sow,
I ’ll reap the grain and grass I ’ll mow,
I ’ll bind the  sheaves and I ’ll rake the  
hay,
A nd p itch  it  upon the stack away,
W hen I ’m a man.
Second Boy—
W hen I ’m a man, a man,
I ’ll be a carpenter if I  can, and I  can !
I ’ll plane like this, and I ’ll hamm er so, 
And th is is the way the saw shall go.
I ’ll make b ird  houses, and cars, and 
boats,
And a ship th a t  shall race every craft 
th a t floats,
W hen I ’m a man.
T hird  Boy—
W hen I ’m a man, a man,
A blacksm ith I ’ll be if I  can, and I  can ! 
Clang, clang, clang, shall my anvil ring, 
A nd this is the  way the blows I ’ll swing. 
I ’ll shoe your horse, sir, neat and tight, 
Then I ’ll tro t  round the  square to see if 
i t ’s right,
W hen I ’m a man.
In con-cert, together.
Plane, to make smooth by the use of a plane. 
Sheaves, small bundles of wheat, &c. One is 
called a sht^af.
F ourth  Boy—
W hen I ’m a man, a man,
A builder I ’ll be if I  can, and I  can !
I ’ll lay a brick th is way, and lay one that, 
Then take my trowel, and smooth them  
flat.
G reat chimneys I ’ll m a k e ; I  th in k  I’ll 
be able
To build one as high as the  Tower of 
Babel,
W hen I ’m a man.
F ifth  Boy—
W hen 1 m a man, a man,
I ’ll be a shoemaker if I  can, and I  can ! 
I ’ll sit on my bench w ith  my last held so, 
And in and out shall my needles go ;
I ’ll sew so strong my work shall wear, 
Till nothing is left bu t the  stitches there , 
W hen I ’m a man.
All in concert—
W hen we are men, are men,
W e hope we shall do g reat things, and 
then,
W hatever we do, th is th ing  We say,
W e’ll do our work in the  very best way ; 
And you shall see if you know us then, 
W e’ll be good and honest and useful men, 
W hen we are men.
— From a reprint in the W e e k l y  T im e s .
{Appropriate actions to accompany the recital o f  this rhyme will readily suggest 
themselves to teachers.)
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THE BOY WHO WOULD NOT GIVE IT UP.
Dif-fi-CUlt, hard to do. I Prac-tised, did the same th ing  often.
Ob-servedf saw. * Suc-ceed-ed, did what he had tried  to do.
Shops in America are called stores, and some of them are very- 
large. A storekeeper in Boston wanted a clever and active boy to help 
him, so he put a notice in the newspapers.
Next morning, at nine o’clock, more than a dozen boys came to the 
store, and were shown into the gentleman’s office. The gentleman 
went in and glanced rapidly, but kindly, at each boy.
They were all nice-looking fellows, tidy, clean, neat, and in earnest. 
Any one of them would have done for the place; and the gentleman found 
it very difficult to make up his mind as to which boy he should take.
After thinking for a little while he turned to the boys and said : 
“ My lads, you all want this place ; but I can have only one of you, and 
I am going to take a rather odd way of finding which boy I will have.”
There was a post beside his desk, and there was a nail, the head of 
which stood a little out from the post. He took up a walking-stick 
and said : “ Now! Look here! The first boy that strikes that nail on 
the head twice out of three trials shall have the place.”
One boy jumped up at once. He thought it very easy, and cried— 
“ I ’ll do i t ! I ’ll do i t ! ” He got the stick and walked steadily up to 
the nail. W hack! But the stick struck on the right side. He went 
up to the nail again. W hack! This time the stick struck on the left 
side. He walked up once more. Whack ! This time the stick struck 
beneath the nail ; and his three chances were gone.
All of them tried—each in his turn ; but not one succeeded. When 
all was over the gentleman said : “ I am very sorry, my lads, but none 
of you can do i t ; I cannot take any of you.” And all of the boys 
went away.
The notice was kept in the papers ; and next morning another lot 
of boys came to the store. Among this new set the storekeeper 
observed one who had been there the day before.
“ You were here yesterday, were you not, my lad?” said the gentle­
man. " Yes, sir,” replied the boy. “ You could not hit the nail then. 
Can you hit it now?” “ I think I  can, sir,” was the answer of the boy.
He took up the walking-stick and walked straight up to the nail. 
Whack ! The head of the stick fell plump on the top of it. “ Ah ! ” 
said the gentleman, “ it was only by chance that you did it that time ; 
you can’t do it again.”
Once more did the boy step up. Whack ! and again the stick 
fell plump on the head of the nail. “ Now, do it again!” said the 
master. W hack! and the third time the head of the nail was 
fairly hit.
“ Very good !” cried the master ; “ now tell me how you managed 
to do that I” “ I will,” replied the boy. “ When I left here yesterday 
I knew the thing could be done, or you would not have asked us to do 
it. Then I thought that if I kept on trying awhile I could do it.
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“ So I  went home, and asked my mother to let me have a hammer, 
a nail, and an old broomstick. I went into the yard, drove a nail 
into the fence, and practised all day with the broomstick. In  time I 
found I could do it twice out of three times ; and I went on practising 
till I  could do it every time I  tried. I got up this morning an hour 
before breakfast, and practised again.”
“ You are the boy for me !” cried the master ; “ you shall have the 
place.”
Whatever the boy had to do he did it with all his heart and soul 
and mind ; and it was not very long before he became the head man 
in the business.
THE GREAT BROWN KINGFISHER OR LAUGHING-
JACKASS.
At-tack-ing, coming against with force. 
Din^gy, of a dull colour; not bright.;
Dis lodged' turned out.
Dis-po-si-tion, nature; tendency. 
Li-a-ble, exposed; in danger. 
Mock-er-y, ridicule.
Ob-served  ^seen.
Rel-ished, liked; enjoyed.
Scat-tered, dispersed,
S w al-low ed , taken down the gullet into the 
stomach.
Sw oops, darts; seizes on the wing.
Ver-min, mischievous animals.
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The laughing-jackass1 is found scattered nearly all over the Con­
tinent of Australia, and nowhere else. I t  differs from other members 
of the kingfisher2 family, in that it can live in barren places at a great 
distance from water. The likeness thought to exist between its strange 
laugh  and the braying of an ass has given this interesting bird its 
absurd name.
Any one living in the bush cannot fail to notice this strange- 
looking bird. Sitting on some projecting branch, generally a dead 
limb, it may be observed gravely watching the ground beneath the 
tree. Suddenly it swoops down from its lofty perch, and with its 
long strong bill snaps up some unlucky grub, caterpillar,3 centipede,4 
or lizard which has been moving about among the dead leaves below.
Its food consists entirely of small animals, such as grubs, mice, 
frogs, lizards, and snakes. When killed these creatures are swallowed 
whole. I t  is said to be a good mouser, and for the purpose of catching 
mice is often to be seen near a haystack. I t is the natural enemy of 
the snake; and to watch this bird attacking and killing one is an 
interesting sight in the bush. Darting down from a lofty tree and 
seizing the snake by the back of the neck, with its powerful beak, the 
bird carries its victim up to a great height and then lets it drop. 
This is repeated several times till the snake ’is stunned or disabled, 
when it becomes an easy prey to its enemy.
Though you may not consider the laughing-jackass a handsome 
bird with its large head, stumpy tail, and somewhat dingy plumage, 
yet it is a great favourite with people dwelling in the country, owing to 
its courage and skill in attacking and killing snakes and other vermin. 
On this account they do not shoot this bird, but, as is well known, try 
to protect it from the thoughtless persons who would do so. Every boy 
should know that the laughing-jackass is protected by law the whole 
year round, and that any one found killing it, or taking eggs out of, or 
destroying its nest, is liable to be punished.
The legs of this bird are short, and on each foot there are three toes 
in front and one behind. Its strong bill or beak, about three inches in 
length, and nearly straight, is very light, being composed of hollow 
bones covered with a horny coating. Its eyes are large, and it, like the 
owl, possesses very keen sight, being able to see small objects at great 
distances. Perched on a branch sometimes fifty yards away, it may be 
observed gravely watching the farmer turning up the soil, and in a 
moment swooping down to snatch up any grub or insect uncovered by 
the plough.
The hen does not build a nest, but during the spring time lays her 
white eggs, two or three in number, in the hollow limb of a gum-tree.
Not being of a shy disposition, this bird is easily tamed. A pair 
living near a farmer’s home in the country became so tame that directly 
he began cutting wood in the bush they would fly down and sit quietly 
by, a few yards off. As soon as a centipede or one of those large white 
grubs so much relished by the aborigines5 was dislodged from its hiding 
place in the wood, they would dart quickly down and seize it. They at
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length grew so tame that they would take lizards or grubs out of his 
fingers, and sit on a log near him waiting for any insect that might 
chance to show itself.
The sounds it utters are different from those of all other birds, and 
when one starts its strange laugh, it is soon joined by several others. 
To the traveller who has lost his way, their chorus of loud laughter6 
resounding among the trees seems like mockery at his misfortune. 
From its regular habit of marking sunrise and sunset by bursts of 
noisy laughter it was known among the early colonists as the “ settlers’ 
clock.”
1. Laugh-ing-j ack-ass. This bird is so called
from the supposed resemblance of the  noise 
it  makes to the  braying of an ass.
2. King-fish-er, a bird, usually of brilliant
plumage, tha t lives near a stream, and feeds 
on small fish.
3. Cat-er-pil-lar, a grub or w orm ; the early
stage of an insect as it  leaves the egg.
— C o m p i l e d .
4. Cen-ti-pede, a ringed animal, with a great
many pairs of legs.
5. Ab-0-rig-i-E.es, the earliest" known inhabi­
tants of this country.
6. Cho-rus of loud laugh-ter, united outburst
of sound.
SEVEN LITTLE AUSTRALIANS.
Dis-cov-ers, finds out. Pub-lish-ers, those who send forth printed
Per-mis-sion, leave. ! works for sale.
Pronounce; u tte r; speak.
The publishers of Miss Ethel Turner’s charming book, Seven L ittle  
Australians, which has been read and praised by thousands of persons, 
young and old, have kindly sent a copy of it to the Education Depart­
ment, with permission to take from it portions that may please the 
little readers of The School Paper.
Though your sisters and brothers in the Fifth and Sixth classes 
should be able, without skipping anything, to read from the first page 
to the last, you might not be able to pronounce and understand some of 
the big words; therefore we trust that Miss Turner will pardon us, 
when she discovers that we have altered for your sake a few of the words 
in the extract printed below from her book.—(Ed., S.P.)
WHY THE JACKASS LAUGHS.—A BLACKFELLOW’S 
LEGEND.
Ab-O-rig-i-nal (noun), one of the earliest 
known inhabitants of this country. 
A-larmed; frightened.
Dain-ty, nice ; toothsome.
De-light^ed, pleased.
Drow-sy, sleepy.
Flut-ter-lng, moving the wings rapidly w ithout 
advancing.
Gap-ing (a as in “ ale”) (adj.), widely opened. 
Gaz-ing, looking with eyes fixed.
Grieved, sorry.
Rec-og-nised, knew again.
Ti-tree (te-trei), or tea-tree, a shrub growing 
in moist or swampy places.
Wad-dy, a c lub; a heavy stick with a knob a t  
the end.
Once upon a time a young jackass and its mate spread their wings 
and set off towards the purple mountains beyond the gum-trees. They 
rested at night, and from time to time during each day, to feed on 
worms, lizards, bush mice, and grubs.
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One day, as they flew across a small stream, they were much 
alarmed to see a great snake lying on a log. Its head was erect, its 
month open, and its neck very much swollen ; and just above the 
monster’s head, fluttering and screaming wildly, hovered a beautiful 
little bird, that the jackasses at once recognised as the little blue 
wren.
The snake seemed to be doing all it could to frighten the lovely 
little creature, now almost worn out from fear. Nearer and nearer the 
bird flew, gazing madly into the glittering eyes of the serpent, and at 
last, with a shrill cry, fell into its gaping jaws.
The jackasses were very grieved to see such an end of the poor 
wren, and flew away swiftly from the sight of the dreaded snake.
Some time afterwards, however, they saw it gliding quickly through 
the grass, doubtless, homeward bent with its dainty supper. On the 
way, there was a log burning slowly, and the snake seeing it, lay down 
beside it, and, being very drowsy, soon fell fast asleep.
In its dreams it saw the wren again hovering above it, and, 
suddenly raising its head high in the air, it opened its terrible jaws— 
when lo ! out fluttered the beautiful little bird, and quickly flew away, 
safe and sound.
The jackasses were so delighted at seeing the wren’s wonderful 
escape that they burst into a fit of loud laughter—the first time ever 
bird was heard to laugh. Then the great red sun sank down behind 
the orange-flaming mountains, and the world grew gray.
A tall young aboriginal who was coming that way saw the snake, 
and with one blow of his waddy broke its back.
C LU B  O R W A D DY .
The jackasses slumbered all night in the ti-tree hard by ; but when 
the sun crept up the sky again, they woke with a laugh on their lips— 
or rather beaks, remembering the escape of the wren from the cruel 
snake.
And ever since that, at sunrise and sunset, and sometimes between 
whiles, these birds burst into the laughter you all have heard ; and, 
whenever they see a serpent, they catch it with their strong beaks, 
and kill it as the blackfellow did.
— From S e v e n  L i t t l e  A u s t r a l ia n s , by E t h e l  T u r n e r  ( Adapted).
PAST AND PRESENT.
I  remember, I  remember 
The house where I  was born,
The little  window where the sun 
Came peeping in a t m o rn ;
H e never came a w ink too soon 
N or brought too long a day ;
B ut now, I  often wish the n igh t 
H ad borne m y breath  aw ay.1
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I remember, I  remember 
The roses, red and white,
The violets,8 and the lily-cups— 
Those flowers made of lig h t!3 
The lilacs where the robin built, 
And where my brother set 
The laburnum4 on his birth-day, 
The tree is living yet.
L The night had borne my breath a-way,' 
th a t I had died during the night.
2. Vi-O-letS, small blue or white flowers.
3. Those flow-ers made of light, white
flowers.
4. La-bur-num, a small tree bearing beautiful
yellow flowers.
I remember, I remember 
The fir trees dark and high;
I used to think their slender tops 
W ere close against the sky;
It was a childish ignorance,5 
But now ’tis little joy 
To know I’m farther off from Heaven 
Than when I was a boy.6
— T . H ood  (1798— 1845).
-5. It was a child-ish ig-nor-ance, when I 
thought th a t the  branches of the trees 
reached the sky or Heaven, I made a mis­
take, being a child and not knowing the 
tru th
6. But n o w ....................... boy, but now I am
a man, I am rather sorry to find th a t what I 
thought true  when a boy is not so.
PINS.
Al-low-ance, a sum of money.
Ar-range-ment, contrivance; machine. 
Con-sist-ed, were made up of.
De-scribe( to give an account of.
Dis-charged( thrown off.
Ex-pen-sive, dear; costly,
Grip-pers, things which grip or seize 
Im-port-ant, of great consequence; necessary.:
Old-fash-ioned, belonging to days gone by. 
Per-fect-ed, brought to  a faultless state. 
Pro-ducedf made.
Pro-videf supply.
Be-ceivef take.
Re-volv- ing, turning round.
Trav-elled, moved forward.
Trough, a long, hollow vessel.
W hat becomes of the pins ? About 25 tons are produced every 
week from year’s end to year’s en d ; they are all used once or twice, 
or perhaps thrice, and then lost, and where they all go is a puzzle. 
There must be somewhere a last resting-place for pins, old hats, tins, 
bottles, and such-like things. I t  is fortunate for those who make 
them that pins have so short a life.
The factories in which they are produced are very noisy places. 
Once upon a time such places must have been real hives of men1 and 
boys. In  the times we mean—in the days of our grandfathers—it took 
about eighteen persons to make a pin. I t  was one man’s duty to draw 
the wire, another’s to straighten it, a third’s to cut it into lengths, 
a fourth’s to point it, and a fifth’s to grind it at the other end ready to 
receive the head, which was made by two or three men. Putting on 
the head was the next thing, and whitening the pins, which followed, 
was another. Lastly, the pins were put into papers by girls. Thus 
about eighteen people joined in the making of a pin. Nowadays one 
little machine does all the work.
On entering a place where pins are made the visitor sees a row of 
these wonderful machines, drawing in wire off a coil at one end, and 
throwing off perfect pins at the other at the rate of 300 a minute. 
They do this with hardly any attention. One man, with a boy or 
two, can look after a dozen of them ; and all they have to do is to
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provide fresh coils of wire from time to time. The pin-maker is really 
one of the most wonderful machines in the world.
Let us see if  we can understand how it works. F irst of all it 
draws in the wire through pegs, which straighten it. When it has 
travelled a little way two grippers close upon it, holding it fast, while 
a little iron fist gives it three sharp blows on the end, thus forming 
the head of the pin. This is important, because it prevents the head 
slipping off. The old-fashioned pins consisted of two pieces, while 
those made at present are without a join. Next a cutting arrangement 
comes into action, and, as the two grippers open, cuts off the pin, 
which falls into a sloping iron trough. At the bottom of this is an 
opening, which allows the shaft of the pin to fall through, but not the 
head. By its own weight and the shaking of the machine, the pin 
travels along until it gets between various wheels, or, rather, revolving 
files, rough first and smooth afterwards. These gradually grind the 
point until, when discharged at the other end of the machine, it is 
sharp enough for use.
Such then is the way pins are made. Afterwards they are put into 
papers ready for market, by what is called the 66 sticking machine.” 
This American invention is too difficult to describe.
These machines, which were only perfected after an immense 
outlay2 of time and money—who would think that some twenty ways 
for fastening the head on a pin were tried before the present method 
was hit upon ?—have quite altered the trade. At one time between 
4,000 and 5,000 people were engaged in making pins, and some of 
them earned good wages. To-day, owing to the perfect machinery in 
use, there are not 1,000 persons so occupied.
But if machines have injured the pin industry,3 they have made the 
little articles very cheap.
Five hundred years ago makers were allowed to sell pins in their 
shops only on the 1st and 2nd of January, and they were so expensive 
that husbands gave their wives a certain allowance in order that they 
might buy them.
Hence came the word “ pin-money,” which means a sum given to a 
lady for her own use—“ pocket-money,” as we now say. When our 
fathers were boys the hawkers used to shout:—
“  Ten row a penny, O !
Isn ’t  th a t  a many, O ?
Silver heads, golden points,
Ten row  a penny, O ! ”
And certainly there were “ a many, O ! ” But a t the present time 
no careful housewife would buy pins at that rate.4 She requires, and 
can get, twenty or more rows for her penny. -
f: — From a reprint in the C h i l d r e n ’s H o u r , S.A.
1. Real hives of men, thronged with men as a 
hive is w ith bees.
2. Af-ter an im-mense' out-lay, after spend­
ing very much money.
3. Pin in-dus-try, the  business of making pins.
4. Buy pins at that rate, give th a t much for 
them.
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WILLIAM BUCKLEY, THE WILD WHITE MAN.
As-ton-ish-ment, surprise.
Boom-er-ang, a weapon used by the Blacks for
Pro-vi-sions, food.
Pun-ish-ment, loss or pain inflicted for a crime-
throwing.
Com-pan-i-ons, m ates; those sharing the same
lot.
Con-Viet (adj.), consisting of convicts or persons
or fault.
Re-ceiv-ing, getting.
Re-trac-ing, going back by the same course. 
Sen-try, a soldier on guard.
Sep-a-ra-ted, parted.
Set-tle-ment, a place peopled or settled in a.
found guilty of a crime. 
De-cid-ed, made up their minds. 
Hoist-ing, raising.
Pre-fer-ring, choosing. 
Pro-duc-tive, fertile.
Proj-ect (noun), a plan.
lately discovered land. 
Site, place; situation. 
Un-suit-a-ble, not fit.
In 1803 an attempt was made under Lientenant-Colonel1 Collins to- 
found a convict settlement on the lately discovered shores of Port 
Phillip.
The settlement was placed not very far from the H eads/ close to 
where Sorrento is now situated. I t  was an unsuitable site, as the 
supply of water was very scanty, and the soil too sandy to be very 
productive.
In a short time the convicts made various attempts to escape, and, 
having very hazy ideas3 of geography, they thought that they could 
easily walk overland to Sydney, or even to China.
Most of those who ran away returned in a few days, preferring 
certain punishment to being starved in the bush, or killed by the- 
blacks, who were both numerous and warlike.
When the settlers had been there about three months, William 
Buckley, who for good conduct had been made the Governor’s servant, 
planned with three others to make his escape.
They made the attempt one dark night, having obtained a gun and 
a supply of provisions. A watchful sentry called out to them, and, 
receiving no answer, tired, shooting the last man, while the other three 
made good their escape into the darkness.
They ran for three or four miles without stopping, and the next day 
almost reached the Yarra. This stream they crossed with some 
difficulty, as Buckley was the only one who could swim. On the 
evening of the second day, when they had got as far as the Werribee 
Plains,4 their supply of provisions ran out.
They then turned towards the coast, making slow progress,5 and 
eking out a miserable existence6 on shellfish and wattle gum.
At last, to their astonishment they saw the ship Calcutta, in which 
they had arrived, lying at anchor on the other side of the B ay ; and 
discovered that they had been walking almost in a circle, and were no- 
nearer Sydney than when they started.
They spent several days on the beach, trying to attract attention, 
by hoisting their shirts on poles, and making fires, but all to no 
effect.
Buckley’s companions then decided to try to return to the settle­
ment, by retracing their steps, a project in which he refused to join 
them, and the little party separated.
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The two men were never heard of again ; hut Buckley was found 
by Batman when he arrived on the shores of Port Phillip in 1835, 
living with some blacks as an adopted member of their tribe.7 
He must have been a striking-looking object to those early settlers. 
Of a great height—six feet five inches or more, with long matted hair 
and beard, wearing an opossum-skin cloak, and armed with boomerang
B O O M E R A N G .
A curved stick of hard wood, from 2 to 3 feet long, from 2 to 3 inches wide, and J or J  of an inch 
thick. I t  may be 'made, when thrown from the hand, to describe very remarkable curves, and finally to 
fall near the place from which it was thrown.
and spears, he bore little resemblance8 to the man who had run away 
from the convict settlement, thirty-two years before. 
He had forgotten his mother-tongue, and could not talk to them 
until a loaf was shown him, when, after struggling for some time, he 
said “ bread,” and gradually the language came back to him. 
—A. W. Ho W IT T .
(To be continued.)
5. Mak-ing slow prog-ress, going slowly.
6. Ek-ing out a mis-er-a-ble ex-ist-ence, 
being just able to keep themselves alive.
7. As an a-dopt-ed mem-ber of their tribe, 
as one of themselves.
8. He bore lit-tle re-sem-blance, he was not 
much like.
1. Lieu-ten-ant-Colonel (lef-lenAant-kur-nel),
an office next in rank below a colonel.
2. Heads, Points Nepean and Lonsdale, between
which is the entrance to Port Phillip Bay, 
called the Rip.
;3. Hav-ing ver-y ha-zy ideas of, knowing very 
little about.
4. Werribee Plains, the flat country on each 
side of the Werribee River.
LOMAN’S 1 SONG.
Tor-rent, a rapid stream.
I.
The skies are bright, the woods are green, 
A wild new life I  follow,
Afar from men 
By gorge and glen 
And stranger height and hollow.2
The grass shall be my welcome couch 
While silver skies hang o’er me ;
For freedom’s wine 
Is mine, is mine,3 
And joy is all before me !
II.
The torrent leaping from the hills 
W ill hail me, thirsty  comer;
Its glassy wave 
W ill be my grave 
The hot mid-days of summer.4
—From a poem entitled
S3. O’Hara, M.A.
W ilcl-ing, growing- wild ; not cultivated.
My food shall be the speckled trout, 
Where shallow streams are flowing, 
And juicy root,
And forest fruit,
And wilding berries growing.
III.
0  bounding stream and rushing wind !
I  share your happy laughter,
As wild as ye,
And 0, as free—
To-day knows no hereafter.5 
Sing out, ye birds with breasts aflame !6 
Glow heavens sweetly o’er me !
For freedom’s wine 
Is mine, is mine,
And joy is all before me !
T h e  W il d  W h it e  M a x , an  A u s t r a l ia n  T a l e , in Songs of the South, b y  John
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1. LO-man, the name given by the poet to William
Buckley.
2. By . . . . .  hollow, among unknown
ranges and gullies.
3. For freedom’s wine is mine, I am now
free.
4. Its glassy w a v e .........................summer,
In the hot weather I shall bathe in its clear 
cool waters.
5. To-day knows no hereafter, I am too happy
now to think of the  future.
7. Birds with breasts aflame, birds with red 
feathers on their breast, or of brilliant 
plumage.
NEWS AND NOTES.
Education Department, 
Melbourne, 17th March, 1896.
M y  d e a r  c h i l d r e n ,
In order to make The School Paper somewhat like the paper 
your father gets to read, we shall every month tell you in simple 
words some of the news of the great world.
We hope that you will be pleased with the "  News and Notes " 
page, and that by carefully studying it and your other lessons, and by 
often reading aloud, you will be able, by-and-by, to entertain your 
parents and yourselves with the news from any paper they may 
permit you to have.
W ith best wishes to you,
I  am,
Yours faithfully,
T h e  E d i t o r .
Gov-ern-ment, the ruling powers.
In-ter-est-mg, able to arouse attention.
Om-ni-bus, a long four-wheeled carriage, used 
in carrying passengers short distances.
Par-lia-ment (par-li-m ent), a body of men in ­
trusted with making laws for their country, 
&c.
Pas-sen-ger, a traveller by a coach, &c.
Re-ceivedf got.
Sound-ings, measurements of the depth.
Al-le-giance (gians=gans), the duty of being 
faithful.
Al-li-ga-tor, a large flesh-eating reptile. I t  is 
an amphibian.
An-nu-al, yearly.
Aus-tral-a-sia (s ia = sha), Australia, Tasmania, 
and New Zealand, with the islands near them.
Com-pa-ny {com = M m), a number of persons 
carrying on some business together.
Con-sist-ed, composed of.
Con-tent-ed, easy in mind ; satisfied.
You have all heard of Robinson Crusoe, and some of you, perhaps,
have read the book in which is given an account of his life on an
island, where he lived alone for a long time. Years afterwards many
people went to live there, but of late their number has become less.
The Government of Chili (the land of snow), near the coast of which
country this island—Juan Fernandez—is situated, is taking steps to
give the people who are left, work to do, so that they may be contented,
and not go away to other places.
% * * # *
There are twelve London tram companies. In the course of a year 
their trams run 22,787,000 miles, and carry 225,263,000 passengers. 
The London omnibuses run 49,783,000 miles a year, and carry 
326,000,000 passengers.
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Just before Christmas a large nugget of gold was found in Western
Australia. It weighed 303 ozs., and was called by the miners who
unearthed it “ The Joker.” Near (Pallarab, in Victoria, many years
ago, a much larger nugget than this was discovered. I t  weighed 2,200
ozs., and was sold for £10,000. It received a very suitable name—
" The Welcome Stranger.”
* * * * *
For every 50 persons who were alive in the United Kingdom when 
the Queen came to the throne, there are now 75.
Nearly one person out of every four upon the earth owes allegiance, 
directly or indirectly, to the Queen, whose rule extends over 10,000,000 
square miles, and 350,000,000 people.
The first annual grant for education by the British Parliament was 
made in 1839, and amounted to only £30,000. At the present time 
the sum voted yearly for this purpose is nearly £9,000,000.
— Edinburgh Quarterly Review, quoted by the Argus»
*  *  "  *  *  *
Two British vessels were recently taking soundings in the South
Pacific Ocean, to the N.E. of New Zealand, and discovered that in one
place where they let down the lead, the depth was nearly 6 miles,
and that the bottom consisted of red clay. This is the deepest sounding
that has yet been made.
* * * * *
“ Atticus,” in the Leader, gives the following interesting informa­
tion about alligators, which are to be found in large numbers in 
Queensland. They make their nest in the sand on the shores of a 
lagoon. Their eggs are, in colour a fine milky-white* in shape a
perfect oval, and in size as large as a turkey’s.
* * * * *
Australasia has a population of about 4,250,000, and men who 
have studied the matter say that it could support 100,000,000 with 
ease.
NOTICES.
1. No change will be made during th is year in the  reading hook for Classes I I . ,  
IV ., V ., and VI. The examination, as hitherto, will be from The Royal Readers.
2. The Regulations of the Education Departm ent, as amended, will shortly  be  
issued.
* * * * * *
3. The School Paper will be ready for distribution a t the Government Prin ting  Office 
on the 25th of the month preceding th a t during which it should be in use.
* * * * * *
4. The Editor desires to acknowledge, w ith thanks, the  receipt of the following 
books :— Original Poems, by Mrs Hannah Fisher (F. W . P in k erto n ); Seven Little  
Australians, by Miss E thel Turner (W ard, Lock, and B owden); and William Buckley,, 
the Wild White M an, by Mr. W. T. Pyke (E. W . C ole); also original and selected 
articles from Emily M. Gill, J .  T. Sadler, C. Semmel, St. Clair (Kyneton Guardian), 
H. F. Rix, M arguerite, T. S. Patrick, R. W. McAlpine, Agnes Carr, Augustus 
M. Earles, E. L. Cunnington, A. C. Allingham, C. F . Laugier, R. V. Faravoni, and
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cres.
—. 1 1 1 i i
d 9  J H9f  id (&' 1 _> a. . s ... * & It®r » z  # d* r »• eIM; M - 4 -----1— f——  *— r i— i r -
Ye m ar - i - ners of Eng - land, That guard our ,na • tive
flag has braved a
breeze! Your glo - rious stand - ard
launch a - gain, To match a - noth - er fo e ! And
sweep through the deep, And sweep through the deep, And
s
deep, While the storm tern -sweep through the
m p
blow; While theWhile the stormy tern - pestsblow,
and long, And the tern - pests blow.bat - tie rag - es loud stormy
T h e  s p ir i ts  o f  y o u r  f a th e r s  B r i t a n n ia  n e e d s  n o  b u lw a rk s ,  T h e  m e te o r  f la g  o f  E n g la n d
S h a l l  s t a r t  f ro m  e v ’ry  w ave  ! N o  to w e rs  a lo n g  th e  s teep  ; S h a ll  y e t te r r i f ic  b u rn  ;
F o r  th e  d e c k  i t  w as  th e i r  f ie ld  o f  fa m e , H e r  m a rc h  is  o 'e r  th e  m o u n ta in  w av es, T ill  d a n g e r ’s t ro u b le d  n ig h t  d e p a r t ,
A nd o c e a n  w a s  th e i r  g r a v e  ; H e r  h o m e  is  on  th e  deep . A nd  th e  s t a r  o f  p eace  r e tu rn .
W h e re  B la k e  a n d  m ig h ty  N e lso n  f e l l ,  W i th  th u n d e r s  f ro m  h e r  n a t iv e  o a k ,  T h e n ,  th e n ,  y e  o c e a n  w a r r io r s !
Y o u r  m a n ly  h e a r ts  s h a l l  g lo w , S h e  q u e lls  th e  floods b e lo w ; O u r  s o n g  an d  f e a s t  s h a l l  flow .
A s  ye sw eep  t h r o u g h  th e  d e e p , A s  th e y  r o a r  on  th e  sh o re , T o  th e  fa m e  o f  y o u r  n a m e ,
W h ile  th e  s to r m y  te m p e s ts  b lo w , &c. W h e n  th e  s to rm y  te m p e s ts  b lo w , &c. W h e n  th e  s to rm  h a s  cea sed  to  b lo w , 8tc.
By A uthority : Robt. S. Brain, Government Printer, Melbourne.
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FOR CLASS III.
U . M .  WELCH,
A LEAP
Hailed, welcomed.
Har-di-hood, bravery; daring.
Hor-ror, fe a r; dread.
Main-truck, small wooden cap at the top of 
the mainmast.
O ur noble ships a t anchor lay 
In  the  harbour of M ahon.1 
A dead calm rested on the bay,
The waves to sleep had gone,
W hen little  Hal, the captain’s son,
W ith  gallant hardihood,2 
Climbed shroud and spar, and then upon 
The main-jtruck rose and stood.
A  shudder ran through every vein,
All eyes were turned on high.
There stood the boy, w ith dizzy brain ,3 
Between the  sea and sky.
No hold had he above, below ;
Alone he stood in air !
To th a t far height none dared to  go,
No aid could reach him there.
W e gazed, bu t not a man could speak ;
W ith  horror all aghast,4 
In  groups, w ith pallid brow and cheek, 
W e watched the quivering mast.
1. Ma-honl the capital of Minorca, one of the
Balearic Islands.
2. With gal-lant har-di-hood, with high-
spirited bravery.
3. With diz-zy brain, he had become giddy.
4. With hor-ror all a-ghasti terrified with
fear.
FOR LIFE.
Pal-lid, pale ; blanched.
Quiv-er-ing, shaking; trembling.
Riv-et-ed, fixed; immovable.
Shroud, set of ropes from the masts to the 
ship’s sides serving to support the mast.
The very air grew thick and hot,
And of a lurid  hue,5 
As, riveted unto the spot,
Stood officers and crew.
The father came on deck. He gasped,
‘1 0  God, Thy will be done ! ”
| Then suddenly a rifle grasped,
And aimed 6 i t  a t his son !
“ Jum p far out, boy, into th e  wave !
Jum p, or I  fire ! ” he said.
“ T hat chance alone your life can save7; 
Jum p ! jump, boy ! ”—he obeyed.
He sank—he rose—he lived—he moved, 
He for the ship struck out.
On board we hailed the lad beloved 
W ith many a joyous shout.
His father drew, in silent joy,
Those wet arms round his neck,
Then folded to his heart the boy,
And fainted on the deck.
— G. P. M o r r is .
5. The very air . . . hue. As they looked
with straining eyes this seemed to be so.
6. Aimed at, pointed at.
7. That chance . . . save, it is only by
jumping into the sea tha t you can have any 
hope of being saved.
HOW TO MAKE THE BEST OF IT.
Peas-ant, farm labourer. 
Shrieked, uttered a shrill cry. 
Ti-dings, news.
Dis-solvedi was melted.
Mer-ri-ly, in a merry m anner; with mirth.
Neigh-bour-ing, lying near.
Of-fered, held out.
Victor, a French peasant, after a hard day’s work at the neigh­
bouring town, was returning home with a basket in his hand.
“ W hat a very nice supper I shall have !” said he to himself. "This 
piece of kid well stewed down, with these onions sliced, thickened with 
this meal, and seasoned with this salt and pepper, will make a dish fit 
for a bishop. Then I have a good piece of barley-bread at home to 
finish with. How I long to be at i t !”
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A noise in the hedge now attracted his notice,1 and he spied a 
squirrel nimbly running up a tree, and popping into a hole between 
the branches. " Ha !” thought he, “ W hat a nice present a nest o f 
young squirrels would be for my master ! I ’ll try if I can get it.” 
Upon this, he set down his basket in the road, and began to climb 
up the tree. He had got half way up, when, casting a look at his 
basket, he saw a dog with his nose in it, trying to get the piece of 
kid’s flesh. He came down the tree as quickly as he could, but the 
dog was too quick for him, and ran off with the meat in his mouth. 
Victor, looking after him, said, “ Well, then, I must be content with 
soup made without the meat—and no bad thing either.”
He travelled on, and came to a little public-house by the roadside, 
where a man whom he knew was sitting on a bench. Victor seated 
himself by his friend to have a chat, and set his basket on the bench 
close by him. A tame raven, which was kept at the house, came slily 
behind him, and, perching on the basket, stole the bag in which the meal 
was tied up, and hopped off with it. Victor did not notice his loss2 
till he had got some distance on his way. He returned to search for 
his bag of meal, but could gain no tidings of it. “ W ell,” said he, 
“ my soup will be the thinner, but I shall boil a slice of bread in it, 
and that will help to make it more nourishing, at least.”
He went on again, and soon arrived at a small stream, over which 
was laid a narrow plank. A young woman coming up to cross at the 
same time, Victor offered her his hand to assist her over. As soon as 
she was half way across, either through fear or in sport, she shrieked, 
and cried out that she was falling. Victor, hastening to support her 
with his other hand, let his basket drop into the stream. When she 
was safely over, he jumped in and recovered i t ; but, on examining it, 
he saw that the salt had dissolved, and that the pepper had been 
washed away. Nothing was now left but the onions. “ Well,” said 
Victor, “ I  must sup to-night upon roasted onions and barley-bread. 
Last night I had the bread alone. To-morrow morning it will not 
m atter what I had.” So saying, he trudged on, singing merrily.
— E v e n in g s  a t  H o m e  (Adapted).
1. A t-tract-ed his no-tice, drew his atten- I 2. Did not no-tice his loss, did not see that 
tion. | the meal had been stolen.
ODDS AN D ENDS.
Tomm y had been down to St. K ilda to  fish. This was against his fa th e r’s express 
orders. W hen he arrived  near home, rod and line in hand, he was accosted by D icky, 
who asked, “  H ullo, Tom ; catch an y th in g ?” “  N o ,” answered Tommy, w ith  a b ig  
lum p in his th r o a t ; “ I  haven’t  been home y e t.”
A lec tu rer wished to  explain to  a little  girl how a lobster casts its  shell or a snake 
its  skin w hen it has outgrown it, so by way of illu stra tion  he said, “  W hen you have 
outgrow n your clothes you th row  them  aside, don’t  y o u ?” “ Oh, n o ,” answered th e  
l i t t le  girl ; ' ' I  let out the  tu ck s .”
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THE OLD FLAG.
T H E  UNION FLAG O R  “ UNION J A C K . ” *
[For hundreds of years the Red Cross (upright) of St. George upon a white ground was the Flag of 
England. In 16 6, thi ee years after the Union of the Crowns of England and Scotland, the Cross of St. 
Andrew—a white cross (shaped thus X) upon a blue ground was added. At the Union of the Parliaments 
of these countries in 1707, the use of the first Union Flag was confirmed, and for the first time sanctioned 
on land as well as sea. The Cross of St. Patrick, which is of the same shape as the Cross of St. Andrew, 
but is red upon a white ground, was added in 1801 on the Union of the Parliaments of Great Britain 
and Ireland. Thus the “ Union Jack ” was made up.]
Only a b it of bunting,
Only a ta tte red  rag !
B ut we’ll fight to  the death, as our 
fathers fought,
For the  brave old B ritish flag.
W ho dares to  lay on it a hand,
W ho dares to touch a fold,
Shall learn th a t B rita in ’s sons to-day 
Can fight as they  fought of old.
For the brave old B ritish flag, 
my boys,
The dear old B ritish flag ; 
Though we dwell apart, we are 
one a t heart,
And we’ll fight for the  grand 
old flag.
’Tis not w ith serfs down-trodden,
Nor yet w ith craven slaves,
T hat the foe m ust account, 1 who dares 
give affron t2 
To the flag th a t o’er us waves ;
Af-front( an insult.
Buntffng, woollen stuff of which flags are made. 
Cra-ven, cowardly.
Hon-our (h mute or silent), good name. 
Low-ers (lou-ers), threatens.
Serfs, slaves bound to the soil and sold with it. 
Tat-tered, torn ; ragged.
U-nit-ed, joined.
But w ith men, free, bold, and fearless, 
United heart and hand,
To guard the honour and the  fame 
Of the flag of the Fatherland .3
Of th e  brave old B ritish flag, 
my boys, &c.
Three crosses in the Union,
Three crosses in the  Jack,*
And we’ll add to it  now the Cross of th e  
South,5
And stand by it, back to  back.
Though other skies above us shine,
W hen danger’s tem pest lowers,
W e’ll show the world th a t B rita in ’s 
cause
And B rita in ’s foes are ours.
And ours the  brave old flag, 
my boys, &c.
—  Vincent P y k e , in  the  S co tsm an".
1. Must ac-eount, must settle.
2. Give af-front( insult openly.
3. Fa-ther-land, the land of our fa thers; here
the United Kingdom.
4. Jack, The Union Jack—the British flag. The
three crosses are those of England, Scotland, 
and Ireland.
5. The Cross of the South, the Southern
Cross.
* We are indebted to the Proprietors of the Australasian  for the loan of the block from which this 
illustration was printed.
f  a A ,  /v lZ, S c h o o l  b ^
// tsyj'
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THE AUSTRALIAN “ BABES IN THE WOOD "— (continued).
The A ustralian blacks can find and follow a trail like a dog. 
They have very sharp eyes, and, perhaps, a kind of instinct, too. 
After a time they found the track  of the three children. A white 
m an could not see it, except when it went through grass, or over soft 
soil ; but the blacks followed it over dead leaves, sharp gravel, stones, 
and hard clay. Sometimes they ran while they followed the trail, 
sometimes they walked, and sometimes they had even to crawl. In  
difficult places, they had to search carefully for traces,1 working from 
one step to another. W henever this happened, it was a try ing time 
to the poor father,2 who knew th a t every minute lessened the small 
chance of finding his children alive.
The blacks led on so many miles into the bush th a t the father 
began to th ink  their tracking was all a sham ,3 for he could see no 
trail. But, a t last, they stopped a t the foot of a great tree, and 
pointed to three bundles of broom. “ Him been sleep there, first 
n ight,” said Jim my, the black.
The father was astonished and alarmed to see how far the children 
had travelled in a d a y ; but he was comforted, too, for now he felt th a t 
he could tru st his guides. I  th ink  he m ust have shed tears over those 
bundles of broom. The party, of course, did not stop, hut went on 
still faster.
The trackers could work only till dark, starting  again as soon as 
they could see. You m ust not suppose th a t their work could all be 
done in one day, or two, or three. But I  am leaving their n igh t 
camps out of my account of what they did.
You can imagine how anxious the poor m other was, as day after 
day passed without the children being found. Her fears gradually 
grew into the belief4 th a t they were dead. Her only hope now was 
th a t the bodies would not be torn to pieces by the dingoes, or eaten by 
ants.
The poor father, too ! How terrible the nights were to him when 
nothing could be done. How he watched for the morning, and, in his 
grief, half-fancied, a t times, th a t the sun had lost itself, it was so 
long in coming. No doubt, he thought very often of the Heavenly 
F ather seeking His children.
The children’s second day’s journey was a long one, for they had 
a whole day to do it in. As the blacks traced their steps, they 
stopped a t one place, and said, " Only two walk here.” They looked 
round as if they expected to find a body ; but, not seeing any, they
Af-fect-ing, causing grief or sadness. 
Al-armedf moved by fear.
As-ton-ished, surprised.
Be-lief? opinion.
Com-mandf order.
Com-fort-ed, consoled ; made easy in mind. 
Dif-fi-cult, not easy ; troublesome.
Din-go, wild dog of Australia.
In-ci-dent, th a t which takes place ; event. 
In-Stinct, natural inward impulse 
Sup-pose? think.
Ter-ri-ble, dreadful.
Touch-ing, affecting.
Trail, traces left by a man or beast. 
Wan-der-er, one who wanders or strays.
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went back a little, and said, " Big one carry little one,” and one of 
them stooped down, and showed how the girl had taken her brother' on 
her back.
When they came to the resting-place of the little wanderers, the 
blacks pointed out that the little one had slept in the middle. “ Him 
not get cold,” they said.
The third day’s tramp was not so long as the others had been, and 
the blacks said, u Him plenty tired.” I shall never forget one thing 
they did during their fourth day’s journey, for it is to me the most 
touching incident in this sad story. They had been passing through 
some broom like that near their home, and the blacks, who were 
always looking out for broken twigs and bushes, showed that the 
children had gathered some of this broom. Was it for a bed ? No, 
there was no sign of that. Jimmy turned to the father, and said, 
“ Him thinkit him near home.”
I t  was even so. The children had supposed that they knew where 
they were, when they reached this spot, and their first thought was of 
mother’s broom. They were weary and starving ; but they had been 
sent for the broom, and they would not go home without it. I  do not 
know of anything more affecting. Surely every man there must have 
burst into tears. I think that this must have helped the father to 
love his lost darlings still more, and I am sure that the Heavenly 
Father looked with loving eyes upon the little wanderers. Let us 
try to remember His commands, as these children did their mother’s. 
He will remember every simple effort to please Him, as that poor
mother did this offering of broom.
1. Had to search care-ful-ly for traces, had
to  look with care for marks.
2. It was a try-ing time to the poor fa-ther,
he was suffering much.
3. Was all a sham, was a fraud or make-
believe.
4. Her fears grew into the be-lieff she
began to feel sure.
Self-ish-ness, the state of thinking only of 
one’s self.
Stage, the distance between two places of rest 
on a journey, 
strain-ing, stretching.
THE AUSTRALIAN “ BABES IN  THE WOOD ’’— (continued).
Anx-iOUS, uneasy.
Cher-ishedf held dear.
De-spairf loss of hope.
Dis-ap-point-ment, failure of hope.
Ear-nest, eager.
Re-covered^ got well again.
Yes, the hearts of the poor father and his companions were full of 
joy. « Him run now,” said the blacks ; “ him thinkit all right,” and 
he pointed to the hasty trail. But, a la s! what a disappointment! 
By-and-by Jimmy found the broom thrown away—a sure sign of 
despair.1 “ Him been lose him. Him been sit down. Mine thinkit 
him plenty cry.” I should think so, too.
. The children s stages grew shorter and shorter, and the seekers 
gained rapidly upon them. By counting the sleeping places they were 
able to say, “ They were here three days ago ; they were here two
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days ago and, at last, “ they were here yesterday.” I t was a time 
of great anxiety.2 The blacks felt it as well as the whites. They 
became doubly earnest, and would call out very often what they 
thought. " Him walk slow, slow, slow. Him plenty sit down. Him 
close up.”
They spoke in whispers, for it was the ninth day, and surely they 
were almost in the presence of the dead!3 The blacks stopped at last, 
and pointed before them in silence. The father rushed forward with 
pale, drawn face and straining eyes. Yes, they were there, taking 
their last rest at the foot of a tree. They were close together. The 
girl’s skirt was off, and wrapped round the boy. Their faces were 
anxious and worn, and their eyes were closed.
As the father ran to them to feel if their hearts still beat, the girl 
opened her eyes, started up, stretched out her feeble arms, and cried 
in a weak, husky voice, “ Oh, Daddy, why didn't you come ? ”
I t  was not too late. They were all living, and, though very ill, 
soon recovered from their great trial.
I  haven’t the space to tell you fully of the joy of everybody, from 
the poor father and mother to the simple blacks, who rolled, danced, 
and cried with joy.
But I must tell you that their story spread far and wide, and even 
reached the ears of Queen Victoria, who sent little Jane a letter and a 
present, as a reward for the loving care with which she had treated her 
little brother,
A little selfishness on the girl’s part would have spoiled my story, 
but she did not show any. She has won for herself a place amongst 
the noblest girls in the world, and the memory of her is sure to live in 
years to come.
“ K ind deecU can never die,
Cherished and blest,
God knows how deep they lie 
Stored in the b reast.”
—Rev. B. W. Fairclough, in the S o u t h e r n  C r o s s  ^Adapted).
1, A sure sign of de-spairf showing th a t they 3. In the pres-ence of the dead, close to
had quite given up hope. the place where the children lay dead.
2. It was a time of great anx-i-e-ty, every
onewas restless and troubled.
NOTICE.
The E d ito r desires to acknowledge, w ith thanks, the  receipt of original and selected 
articles from A. H. K ernan, J .  Jam es, H . A. L ister, M ary Bayliss, John  M inahan, S. 
McNeilly, M. A. Amery, C. Overman, W . A. I ., and I). M.
The results of the  supplem entary exam ination of pupil teachers, which is always 
held on the  Saturday preceding Good F riday , will shortly  be announced.
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THE LYEE BIED.
Es-pe-cial-ly, most of all. j Ma-te-ri-als, substances of which the nest is
Haunts, the  places in which it is often found. made.
Prin-ci-pal, chief. Lim-it-ed, small.
Im-i-ta-tion, likeness to. Ob-sta-cle, something in its way.
Plu-mage, feathers. Re-sein-bles, is like.
Sim-i-lar, like. Prob-a-bly, very likely.
A-dult; fully grown up Creak-ing, making a harsh grating sound.
Sep-a-rat-ed, divided. I
The lyre bird is a native of Australia, and is to be found only in 
this part of the world. I t  is chiefly confined to the south-eastern 
portion of the island continent, the hilly and thickly-wooded districts 
of Victoria and New South Wales being especially suited to its nature 
and habits. Owing to the taking up of new country and the rapid 
destruction of its haunts, the lyre bird, unless some special steps are 
taken to protect it, will soon become extinct.1 I t  still abounds in 
some parts of South Gippsland, where it may be seen searching for 
food amid the tangled undergrowth2 and under the clumps of graceful 
tree-ferns not yet destroyed by the settler.
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The two principal feathers of the beautiful tail, when extended, 
bear a striking resemblance to the lyre of the ancient3 Greeks, and 
from this likeness the bird receives its common name. I t has also 
been called the native pheasant on account of its size and habits. The 
name “ bullen bullen,” by which it was known to the natives, is said to 
have been given in imitation of its loud full note. The county of Buln 
Buln receives its name from the fact that the lyre bird abounds there.
In size the lyre bird may be compared to a small peacock, which 
it also somewhat resembles in the shape of its body. The colour o f 
the plumage is dark brown. The female is somewhat similar to the 
male, differing only in not possessing so grand a t a i l ; her tail consists- 
of a bunch of dark feathers and has the appearance of being a simpler 
form of that of the male.
The tail of the adult male, which is cast every year, is about two 
feet long and is of a silvery gray colour in front and dark brown 
behind. I t  is formed of three different kinds of feathers, sixteen in 
number. In  the middle there are two very narrow ones having the 
fibres4 close together on only one side of the stem. 'Next come twelve- 
wiry looking feathers with widely separated fibres or “ barbs” on both 
sides of the stem. These are arranged in the shape of a fan. Lastly 
there are the two principal feathers, which cross one another at the 
will of the bird. The inner fibres of these are long and fine, of a gray 
colour in front changing to brown towards the edges, and marked 
with broad reddish-brown bars, which appear of a darker colour, but 
on closer inspection prove to be transparent. The inside edges and 
tips of these feathers are black.
The food of the lyre bird consists chiefly of grubs, worms, and 
snails, and in searching for these it scratches the ground after the 
manner of the common fowl, its powerful legs and strong claws being 
well fitted for that purpose.
The nest of the lyre bird is rather difficult to find, as it is hidden 
in some out-of-the-way spot amid the thick scrub. I t  is built near the 
ground, of the materials close at hand, twigs, sticks, roots, these being 
interwoven with grass and pieces of bark, and it is lined inside with 
moss and soft feathers somewhat similar in colour to the egg. Owing 
to the size of the nest and its loose construction, a firm foundation such 
as a log or the stump of a tree is required for its support. The nest 
is domed or covered over at the top and has an opening in front about 
five or six inches across. Through this the hen bird enters and then 
turns round, settling herself in the nest with her tail bent over her head.. 
Only one egg is to be found in the nest. This is of a lightish gray 
blotched over with patches of a darker colour, and is somewhat 
smaller than a fowl’s egg. By the way, it is a pleasing study to 
observe how birds’ eggs blend,6 in their various tints, with their 
surroundings. When newly hatched the lyre bird is as helpless as a 
young pigeon, and does not leave the nest until about eight weeks old.
The senses of hearing and seeing in this bird are very keen. I t  
is always on the alert6; the slightest noise attracts its attention; the
1896.] THE SCHOOL PAPER. 57
rustle of the undergrowth or the cracking of a stick being sufficient to 
alarm it. Hours may be spent in a vain attempt to approach it,
although its rich mellow notes may be heard on all sides. The best
chance of getting near it is when the bird’s attention is occupied in
singing or scratching in search of food.
The lyre bird is always shifting about, and although it probably 
keeps to the same part of the bush, it is constantly going from one 
end to the other. I t  passes most of its time upon the ground and
seldom uses its wings except when alarmed, and even then to a limited
extent. I t  prefers to trust to its powerful legs, which can carry it 
safely over every obstacle. As the bird is found in wild and hilly 
country where there is dense and tangled scrub, it is by no means easy 
to follow. I t  is fond of running backwards and forwards along the 
trunks of fallen trees, and at one spring can bound over a fallen trunk 
at least six feet high.
The male bird does all the singing, and it is an interesting sight to 
see him performing on his scratching places. These "beds," as they 
are called, are low mounds of earth and rubbish scraped together. 
The bird, with grand tail erect and wings partly spread out, dances
and moves round in a graceful manner, apparently to please an
audience of two hen birds. All the while he utters a succession of 
rich tuneful notes, varied by sounds in imitation of other birds and of 
the noises to be heard in the bush, such as the distant barking of dogs, 
the “ chop chop" of the bushman’s axe, or the ringing of a cross-cut saw.
Like the mocking bird of America the male lyre bird is a splendid 
mimic, and has the power of imitating every sound he hears. Parrots 
and magpies are taught to speak; as a mimic the lyre bird requires no 
teacher. He is especially fond of imitating the cry of the parrot, the 
laugh of the jackass, and the harsh screech of the black cockatoo. He 
often deceives people not used to the bush and sends them in search of 
birds that are not near the locality, but whose notes he exactly imitates. 
On account of these wonderful mimicking7 powers the bird has been 
called the Australian mocking bird.
1. B e-com e' e x - tin c tf  die out. This bird is
protected all the year round, the same as the
jackass, magpie, &c.
2. U n -d e r-g ro w th , shrubs growing closely to­
gether among large trees.
3. A n -c ien t G reeks, people who dwelt in Greece
in the olden times.
A P e t  L y r e  B i r d .
The following interesting account of a tame male lyre bird has 
been forwarded by Mr. S. McNeilly, of Drouin:—
This bird has been kept as a pet for more than eleven years. He 
was caught when young, just after leaving the nest. For six years 
his tail was like that of a hen bird. In the seventh year he got his 
complete tail, which has continued to grow in length until it is now 
about two feet five inches long. This tail is shed every year.
i .  rj.-uj.es o r  B arb s, the threads forming the  
web of a feather.
5. B lend  w ith ,  become like.
6. On th e  a l - e r t j  ever watchful.
7. M im -ick -in g , imitating.
58 THE SCHOOL PA PER. [M a y ,
The bird is very cleanly in his habits and washes himself every 
day, taking much care to clean his feathers, especially those of the 
tail. When young his food was mainly insects, grubs, and worms, 
but now he also eats meat, bread, and similar food.
The bird is called u Jack,” and knows his name. He is a 
splendid mimic, and imitates exactly the notes of the laughing-jackass, 
magpie, parrot, or any other bird. He can also imitate such sounds as 
dogs howling, young pigs squealing, a grindstone creaking, and a 
clock striking.
He is very shy of strangers, but is fond of children, and mimics 
the sounds they utter while laughing or crying.
He likes to produce the sounds of various musical instruments, 
and even the tuning of the strings of a violin. Sometimes he will 
imitate the driving of a team of horses, the rattle of the chains and 
the noise of the cart being heard. One horse in particular he calls by 
name “ Darkey.” In  short, he can imitate any sound, but only when 
it pleases him. The time he whistles most is in the early morning.
OLD DOBBIN.
Fear-Iess-ly, without fear, boldly.
Fet-lock, a projection, bearing a tu ft of long 
hair, on the back of the leg, ju st above the 
hoof of a horse.
Muz-zle, the projecting mouth and nose of a 
horse, &c.
Plait (plat), tw ist together strands or locks. 
Road-ster, a horse suitable for riding on roads. 
Spurned, cast aside with scorn.
Ur-chin, a roguish boy.
Waned, had passed slowly away.
H e re ’s a song for old Dobbin, whose tem per and w orth 
W ere too rare  to  be spurned on th e  score of his birth .
H e’s a creature of tru st, and w hat more should we need ?
H is  deeds, and not blood, make the  man and the  steed.
H e  was bred in the forest, he roamed on the  plain,
W here th e  th istle-burs clung to his fetlocks and m an e ;
A ll ugly and rough, not a soul could espy1 
T h e  spark  of good na tu re  th a t  dw elt in his eye.
The summer had waned, and th e  autum n m onths rolled 
In to  those of ste rn  w inter, so dreary  and cold ;
H u t the  no rth  w in d 2 m ight whistle, the snow-flake m ight dance- 
T h e  colt of th e  common was left to  his chance.
H alf-starved and half-frozen, th e  hailstorm  m ight pelt,
T ill his shivering limbs told the pangs th a t he f e l t ;
B ut we p itied  th e  brute, and, though laughed a t by all,
W e  filled him a m anger and gave him a stall.
H e carried th e  m aster to  b a rte r his grain,
A nd ever re tu rned  w ith him  safely ag a in :
T here  was m erit in th a t, for—deny it who m ay—
W hen th e  m aster could not, Dobbin could find his way.
T he  dairym aid ventured her eggs on his back—
’Twas he, and he only, she’d tru s t  w ith th e  pack ;
The team-horses jolted, the  roadster played pranks ;
So Dobbin alone had her fa ith  and her thanks.
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W e fun-loving urchins would group by his side ;
We m ight fearlessly mount him, and daringly ride ;
W e m ight creep through his legs, we m ight p lait his long tail,
But his tem per and patience were sure not to  fail.
W e brushed his bright hide till ’twas free from a speck ;
W e kissed his brown muzzle, and hugged his thick neck ;
Oh ! we prized him like life, and a heart-breaking sob 
Ever burst, when they  threatened to  sell our dear Dob.
— E l iz a  C o o k .
1. Not a soul could es-py^ no one could catch I 2. North Wind. The scene of the poem is laid
sight of. in England, where the wind from the north
I is cold.
WILLIAM BUCKLEY, THE WILD WHITE MAN— {continued).
Com-mo-tion, excitement.
Com-rade (MmArad, a  as in “ a le”), m ate;
companion.
Cor-rob-o-rees, aboriginal dances.
Ex-cite-ment, that which rouses.
Ex-haust-ed, tired out.
Ex-trav-a-gant, unrestrained.
Fe-roc-i-ty, savage wildness.
Buckley’s life, during these thirty-two years among the blacks, had 
been full of adventure.
After his companions had left him, he wandered about the country 
and along the coast for some weeks, living, as before, on shellfish and 
gum. At first, he avoided the natives and their camps, and was very 
frightened when three of them found him, and made him share their 
meal of roast crayfish. He mistook their signs of pleasure for ferocity, 
and escaped from them as soon as he could.
During his wanderings he found a broken spear stuck upright on a 
native’s grave, and, being very weak, took it to support his steps.
Two days later, some native women found him lying, prostrate and 
hopeless, at the foot of a tree, and, with loud cries, summoned men 
from the camp. All made the most extravagant signs of delight, and 
Buckley was at a great loss to know1 why his appearance should cause 
•so much friendly commotion. He afterwards learned that the blacks 
believe that, after death, they return as white men. The fact of him 
having come near the camp, weak and exhausted as from long travel, 
and carrying their dead comrade’s spear, led them to believe that 
he was indeed " Murrungurk,” their great warrior, returned to life ; 
and by that name they always called him.
The tribe sent messengers to their neighbours to tell them of this 
wonderful event, and many corroborees, and not a few fights took place 
before the excitement calmed down.
Buckley was placed under the care of a man and his wife, near 
relatives of the native from whose grave he had taken the spear. 
These people treated him with much kindness, giving him roots, gum, 
and roast opossum to eat. He had not tasted animal food since he 
ran away from the settlement.
Ill-fat-ed, doomed to misfortune. 
Of-fence? crime.
Pos-sess-or, owner.
Pros-trate, stretched out. 
Pre-CiOUS, of great value or worth 
Sum-moned, called. 
Tom-a-hawks, small axes.
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They also gave him an opossum-skin rug, and, in return, he made 
the woman the proud possessor of his old jacket.
For many years, perhaps twenty-five, Buckley lived with the family 
that had adopted him, sharing their daily labours to get food.
At last, in revenge for a supposed injury,2 the man and woman 
were killed by some members of their tribe, and Buckley, fearing a 
similar fate,3 made his escape to another tribe. Becoming tired of 
their endless brawls,4 he built a hut where there was a good supply of 
fish, and for some time lived alone.
He had long before learned from the natives that the settlement 
founded by Collins had been broken up, and that the Calcutta had left 
the Bay.
I t  was not for many years that another ship was seen in the Bay. 
When one did appear, Buckley tried hard to attract the notice of the 
crew,5 but they sailed before he could do so, leaving a nameless grave 
on a small island near the shore.
More years, of which he lost count, passed, and one day he found 
an eight-oared boat, with blankets rigged as sails, lying on the beach. 
From some blacks in the neighbourhood he heard that two white men, 
half-dead from hunger and cold, had come to their camp from the boat.
After they had had a good meal of fish and kangaroo, they had set 
out towards the north-east. Nothing more was seen of these ill-fated 
wanderers; but Buckley heard that they were afterwards killed by one 
of the Yarra tribes. I t  has never been discovered who they were, or 
whence they came.
One day, when out with an old man gathering roots, Buckley saw 
some young men of the tribe waving coloured handkerchiefs tied to 
sticks. They said that a ship had come to the Bay, and had gone 
away again, leaving a few white men and a store of provisions, toma­
hawks, and blankets near Queenscliif. These young men were going 
in search of another tribe, with whose help they hoped to kill the white 
men, and take possession of6 all their precious things.
This kind of tomahawk was used by the aborigines of the Yarra, before they were able to get from the 
whites those with iron heads. The stone is hard, and has a cutting edge. The handle is of wood, and is 
well and firmly fixed to the stone. Gum was used to aid in making it secure. The handle, near the head, 
is strongly bound with the  fibres of stringy bark. I t weighs nearly a pound. _
This made Buckley very anxious, and he set off, as quickly as,1 he 
could, to warn the settlers of the danger that was threatening them.
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He arrived at their camp the next day, and (as I have said before), 
surprised them very much by his appearance. However, he was, 
fortunately, in time to preserve peace between his old and new friends.
These settlers belonged to the party of Messrs. Batman and Wedge, 
who had come over from Tasmania to form the settlement, afterwards 
called Melbourne, on the banks of the Yarra. This was in the year 1835.
In return for his services to the early colonists, Buckley was made 
interpreter to the blacks,7 at a salary of £50 a year, and received from 
the Government a free pardon for his past offences.
— A . W. H o w i t t .
{To be. continued.)
1. Was at a great loss to know, could not
understand.
2. In re-venge' for a sup-posed' in-ju-ry, to
pay back some damage thought to have been
3. Fear-ing a sim-i-lar fate, thinking that he
also would be killed.
4. End-less brawls, very frequent quarrels
5. At-tract the no-tice of the crew, get the
crew to s«-e him.
6. Take pos-ses-sion of, seize.
7. Was made in-ter-pret-er to the blacks,
was given the work of telling the blacks 
in their own language what the whites 
wished them to know.
NEWS AND NOTES.
Cap-sized^ upset.
Con-tri-bu-tion, coll ection.
Dis-cov-ered, found.
Ex-plo-sion, bursting with violence and loud 
sound.
Ux-port^ed, carried or sent out of a country.
Blanket Bay, which 
is about seven miles 
from Cape Otway, 
was, some weeks ago, 
the scene of a sad 
accident. Stores were 
being landed for the 
people who live at the 
Cape Otway ligh t­
house, when the boat 
capsized, and three 
of the men in it were 
drowned.
Or-phan, a child whose parent or parents are 
dead.
Pre-cious, of great value.
Scene, the place in which anything occurs. 
Sor-row-ing, grieving.
Sym-pa-thy, kindness of feeling towards one 
who suffers
A terrible explosion 
took place recently in 
a coal mine situated in 
the South Island, New 
Zealand. Through it 
sixty seven miners lost 
their lives, thirty-six C A PE  OTW AY.
(B y kind perm ission of the proprietors of the L e a d e r . )
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wives were widowed, ;md over 
two hundred children were ren­
dered fatherless.
Gas collected where the men 
were working in a tunnel more 
than two miles in length ; and, 
before they were aware of the 
danger, it exploded with such 
force that even the tramway rails 
were torn up.
Many people are freely giving 
money to keep the sorrowing 
widows and orphans from want. 
The children of Christchurch, 
a town of New Zealand, having 
no money of their own, sent 
their story books and toys to the 
fatherless ones as their share of 
the contributions. This was an 
act of sympathy, and deserves 
the praise of every one.
* * * * *
i By kind permission of proprietors o f the A u s t r a l a s i a n . )
I t  would not be amiss for young men who think that they must go 
into the deserts of Western Australia in order to search for gold, to 
study the history of the discovery of this precious metal in Victoria, 
and note the quantity that has been won from the earth.
Men began digging for gold in Victoria in 1851. During the next 
year 174 tons of it were raised; and within ten years from that time 
£100,000,000 worth of gold had been exported from this colony. I t  
was, however, not till 1869 that the “ Welcome Stranger,” the largest 
nugget that has ever been found, was dug out. It weighed 2,520 
ounces, and was discovered near Dunolly.* Next in size comes the 
“ Welcome Nugget,” weighing 2,195 ounces. I t  was unearthed at 
Ballarat in the year 1858. Among many other large lumps, the 
“ Precious” found at Berlin, near Dunolly, and weighing 1,717 ounces, 
should be mentioned.
Throughout the gold-bearing parts of Victoria there must be many 
nuggets yet to be discovered by those who will seek for them.
* * * * *
Our young readers will be pleased to hear that a native of the- 
colony, who went to Greece in order to run in some great races there, 
has been very fortunate, having won the three races in which he started.
CAPE OTWAY LIGHT-HOUSE.
* A mistake was made in  the School Paper for April in stating th a t this nugget was found near . 
Ballarat.
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COME, COMPANIONS, JOIN YOUR VOICES.
(BULGE DOMUM.)
(T h r e e  V o ic e s .)
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See, the wish’d for day approaches,
Day with joys attended :
School’s heavy course is run,
Safely the goal is won,
Happy goal where toils are ended, 
Home, sweet home, &c.
Quit, my weary Muse, your labours,
Quit your books and learning ;
Banish all cares away,
Welcome the holiday,
Hearts for home and freedom yearning. 
Home, sweet home, &c.
d :
sound !
d :
d :
Smiles the season, smile the meadows, 
Let us too be smiling ;
Now the sweet guest is come, 
Philomel, to her home,
Homeward, too,, our steps beguiling. 
Home, sweet home, &c.
Sing, once more, the gate surrounding,. 
Loud the joyous m easure;
Lo ! the morning star,
Slow rising from afar,
Still retards our dawn of pleasure. 
Home, sweet home, &e.
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FOB CLASS I I I .
V o l .  1, No. 5.] MELBOURNE. [ J u n e , 1896.
THE FARM-YARD.
Dun, of a dull brown colour.
Gai-ly, m errily; cheerfully.
Har-nessed, ready for work.
Ken-nel, a house for dogs.
Lo ! the sun is o’er the hill-top,
Lo ! the morning breaketh clear ;
M erry sounds of m irth  and labour 
W aken in the  farm -yard near.
There th e  cock sits on the  barn-door, 
Crowing m errily and loud ;
W hile his crimson feathers glitter,
As he shakes his pinions proud.
And the  brown hen walks below him, 
Picking grains up from the  floor;
Bring the  fresh egg, bring it quickly, 
From her nest behind the door.
There the  th resher bids good-morrow, 
Leaning on his ready flail,
To the  milk-maid as she cometh, 
Poising, on her head, the pail.
By the dun cow, meek and quiet,
She has set her stool so low ;
And she sings a gentle measure,
As she makes the  w hite m ilk flow,
Pa-tient, quiet.
Pin-ions, wings.
Pois-ing, balancing.
Re-pose? rest.
W hich the sweetly-breathing creatures, 
Standing patient, love to h e a r ;
Never lift a foot in anger,
Never shrink aside in fear.
W ith  his spade across his shoulder,
To the field the workman goes;
W hile the watch dog, his work over, 
Seeks the kennel for repose.
There I  see the horses harnessed, 
W aiting  by the  em pty c a r t ;
All are cheerful, all are ready,
And a thought thrills through my 
heart :
’Tis the  idle th a t grow weary ;
Gaily rings each busy sound ;
’Tis a pleasure to  be active ;
There’s a joy in labour found ;
And I  feel my blood run freer,
And I  own it k ind and good,
That to  man the law was given—
H e m ust work to win his food.
— M b s . A l e x a n d e r .
TWO OLD PROVERBS.
Con-se-quen-ces, what would happen ; effects. I Re-ceived? got.
Fra-grant, sweet-smelling j Weath-er-wise? skilful a t foretelling the changes
Prov-erb, an old and common saying. I of the weather
Jack came home from school one warm day late in summer. Hay­
making- had just begun, and, throwing his books down in the porch, 
he sat fanning himself with his. hat, while he watched the men carting 
in the first load of fragrant hay.
“ Jack !” said his mother, “ I  wish you would get the hose and 
water the garden ; everything is so dry.”
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Jack  started a t once ; it  was only fun to water the garden w ith the 
hose. He had ju st got well to work, when his younger sister, May, 
came slowly up the walk under her sun-shade, so busily studying her 
gram m ar th a t she did not notice him.
J  ack was so fond of fun th a t he did not always stop to th ink  of the 
consequences. In  a moment, he had turned the hose towards May’s 
sun-shade, which the force of the water knocked out of her hand, and 
May and her books received the shower. Jack  turned away the hose 
directly, bu t May was both wet and vexed.
“ Oh, Jack  ! ” she cried, " how could you ? ”
“ Jack ,” said his mother, meeting May at the door, " why did you
do t h a t ? ”
" W ell,” said Jack  soberly, though the fun sparkled in his eyes, 
" I ’ve been m aking a study of old proverbs, and, as hay-m aking has 
begun, I  thought I ’d help to carry out the proverb : 6 A wet May, and 
a barn full of hay.’ ”
Mrs. W arren made no answer to Jack, but sent May to change her 
wet clothes.
" Jack ,” said Mr. W arren th a t evening about sunset, "w h y  hasn’t 
th a t wood been placed in the shed ? I  told you some days ago I  
wanted it  put in before it rained.”
"Y es, father, I know ; but it hasn’t  rained yet.”
“ B ut I  th ink  we may have rain before morning,” said Mr. W arren, 
casting a weather-wise glance a t the bank of lead-coloured clouds in 
the eastern sky, " and I  want th a t wood in to-night.”
" May I  not risk it till m orning ? ” begged Jack. " The band is to
play on the green a t eight o’clock to-night, and I  want to go.”
" And so you could if  you had put in the wood before n o w ; but 
th a t m ust be done first.”
Jack  looked a t the clock. " Only fifteen m inutes to do a good 
hour’s work in ,” he said gloomily to himself. He went for the wheel­
barrow, and was soberly putting  on the first load when May came out, 
drawing on an old pair of thick gloves.
" I ’ll help you, Jack ,” she said, " and then we can go to the green 
together.”
" You are too good to me, May,” he said sheepishly, remembering 
the sprinkling.
"  Oh, well,” laughed May, “ I ’ve been m aking a study of old proverbs 
too, and I  found this : ‘All work and no play makes Jack  a dull boy.’ ” 
" I ’m sorry I  was so unkind to you.”
" Never mind, I ’m dry now,” said May, piling on the wood quickly. 
Jack  rushed it into the wood-shed, put down the load, and was out in 
a twinkling.
“ I ’ll pile it in good shape in the m orning,” he said, “ and don’t 
you let me neglect it,” and they worked like bees.
In  half-an-hour the wood was all under cover, and Jack  and May 
were a t the green, listening to the band.
— A d a p t e d .
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BOYS WANTED.
Boys of spirit, boys of will,
Boys of muscle, brain, and power, 
Boys to work w ith all their skill— 
These are wanted every hour.
N ot the weak and ignorant 
That all troubles m agnify—
N ot the idler’s cry, “ I can’t, ”
But the nobler one, “ I ’ll try .”
Do whate’er you have to do 
W ith a true and earnest zeal,
Bend your sinews to the task,
“ Put your shoulder to the w heel.”
Though your duty may be hard,
Look not on it  as an i l l ;
If it  be an honest task,
Do it w ith an honest will.
— S u n d a y .
HIS BIG FRIEND.
Dis-tresseti? troubled. 
In-ci-dent, event. 
Pro-posedf pu t forward.
Res-cu-ing, saving 
Wit-nessed, seen.
The following incident is said to have been witnessed some years 
ago by a crowd collected on a wharf1 in San Francisco2:—
A terrier3 fell from the wharf into the water. He swam around for 
some time, and many plans for rescuing him were proposed by those 
looking on, but none seemed likely to prove successful. There 
appeared to be no hope of saving the little creature, for he was fast 
becoming worn out. The crowd was much distressed, and uttered 
many expressions of pity.
When all hopes of saving the terrier were given up, the bark of a 
dog in the crowd drew every one’s attention; and there appeared, near 
the edge of the wharf, a large Newfoundland.4
He saw the little fellow in the water, and with a low wail he ran to- 
and-fro along the wharf for a moment or two, and then, to the surprise 
of every one present, sprang in, and at once swam to-the terrier.
He seized the drowning dog by the neck with his teeth, and after 
swimming about for a time headed for a place about a hundred yards 
distant, where he could land.
On getting rid of his burden, the Newfoundland gave two or three 
sharp barks, and seemed to be proud of the kind act he had done. I t  
was some time before the terrier was able to gain strength enough to 
walk away.
One of the witnesses to this strange sight patted the Newfoundland 
and said—" This unselfish creature is mine, and I am proud of him. I 
would not take a hundred pounds for him at this moment.”
1. Wharf, a place for loading and unloading ships.
2. San Fran-cis^O, a city on the west coast of
the  United States.
3. Ter-ri-er, one of a breed of small dogs of
which there are many kinds. Some of these are 
used for following animals into the ir burrows.
4. New-found-land' or New-found-land, one 
of a breed of large dogs w ith shaggy hair, 
the  native home of which is the  island of 
Newfoundland.
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T H E  G O LD  N U G G E T  “ W E L C O M E  S T R A N G E R .”
Mention was made of tlie ‘‘Welcome Stranger” nugget in the April 
and May numbers of The School Paper. Many of our young readers 
may desire to form an idea of its shape, which they will, we hope, be 
enabled to do from the picture given above.
REARING CHICKENS.
Ad-vised' ordered.
Brood-y, wanting to sit.
Brood-ing, wanting to sit.
Col-lect-ing, gathering.
E x -C it-e d , stirred u p ; roused into action.
Ex-plained? made clear.
Pas-ture, feeding-ground.
Poul-try, fowls, turkeys, ducks, and geese. 
Re-leased? let go.
Wan-der-ing, roving.
When Harry Watson was about ten years old, he went to stay for 
some months with his aunt, Mrs. Graham, on her farm. H arry’s 
parents lived in town, but, as he was rather delicate,1 the doctor had 
advised that he should be sent into the country for a while. I t  was 
hoped that fresh air and exercise would make him stronger ; and, as 
he had just enough work to keep him pleasantly occupied, he was 
very happy.
There was plenty of work for everybody on the farm—the cows 
had to be milked and driven to pasture, butter and cheese made in the 
dairy, the poultry fed, and the eggs gathered. Every day, Harry 
walked about a quarter of a mile to school; but, besides that, he used 
to help his aunt to take care of the fowls, of which there were very 
many. Among them were Brahmas, with their feathered legs; Spanish 
fowls, with their black feathers and white faces ; beautiful white Leg­
horns, looking as pure as snow ; and gray, large-bodied Dorkings.
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H arry  felt very proud, when, a t the end of a few weeks, his aunt 
said th a t he m ight take the whole care of feeding the fowls and 
collecting the eggs. So he rose early every m orning to fill their pans
D O R K I N G S .
with fresh water, and give them  their breakfasts— bran and pollard 
mixed w ith the boiled-np scraps from the house. D uring the day, the 
fowls were allowed out of their yard to run in a large grass paddock; 
and in the evening H arry fed them  again— this time with wheat or 
cracked peas. Then he looked in the nests for the eggs laid during 
the day, and carried them  inside to be packed carefully in the egg-box, 
ready to be sent away to m arket.
One evening, however, he ran  into the house in a very excited 
state. “ Oh, Auntie ! ” he cried out, "  one of the Brahm as is on the 
n es t; and, when I  wanted her to come off she said ‘ cluck ! cluck ! ’ and 
tried to peck m e /’
“  Never m ind,” answered Mrs. Graham, " I  expect she is broody. 
Come with me and get a sitting-box re ad y ; afterwards we will take 
a look a t her.”
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This box was about two feet square, two feet high in front, but 
only a foot high at the back. In the front was a hole large enough 
for a hen to go through, but the back was made of one board hinged 
like a door. The box had neither bottom nor lid ; it was placed on 
the ground and covered with a large piece of zinc, which sloped down­
ward and formed a roof. In front of it, Mrs. Graham placed a small 
frame four feet long and about two feet square at the ends. This was 
covered with wire-netting, and the space enclosed formed a small run. 
In  the corner of the box, on the ground, she made a comfortable nest 
with soft grass, and in it she arranged thirteen fresh eggs.
"Now," she said, “ everything is ready for her ladyship. Just 
show me what nest she is on."
Harry led the way to the fowl-house, where his aunt, stooping down, 
gently but firmly lifted the brooding hen in both hands and carried 
her to her new quarters. As soon as she was released in the box, she 
set up a loud cackling ; while Mrs. Graham explained to Harry the 
reason for what she had done.
“ The warmth of the hen’s body hatches the chickens out of the 
eggs. When a hen is sitting, she generally comes off the nest once a 
day in order to get food. The run is placed in front to prevent her 
from wandering too far, and staying away from her eggs long enough 
to let them get chilled.2 She ought not to be away from the nest more 
than twenty minutes each time, and you must be sure to get up early 
every morning to put corn and water ready for her when she thinks fit 
to come out.”
—V. S. c .
( To be continued . )
1. Rath-er del-i-cate, not strong. | 2. To get chilled, to become cold.
THE TEMPEST.
Dire, dreadful.
Di-vinef belonging to God. 
En-deav-our, effort.
See th e  dark  vapours cloud the  sky,
The thunder rum bles round and round, 
The ligh tn ing’s flash begins to  fly,
Big drops of ra in  bedew the ground ; 
The frigh ten’d birds, w ith  ruffl’d wing, 
F ly  th rough  the  a ir and cease to sing.
Now, nearer rolls the  m ighty  p e a l ;
Incessant thunder roars aloud,
Tossed by th e  winds, the  ta ll oaks reel, 
The forked lightning breaks the  clouds; 
Deep to rren ts drench the  swimming plain, 
And sheets of fire descend w ith rain.
’Tis God, who on the  tem pest rides,
And w ith a word d irects th e  storm  ; 
’Tis a t H is word th e  wind subsides,
Ex-piref die,
In-cess-ant, unceasing.
Sub-sides? ceases.
Or heaps of heavy vapours form :*
In  fire and clouds H e walks the  sky, 
And lets H is stores of tem pests fly.
Then, w hy w ith  childish te rro r fear 
W h at waits H is will to  do me harm  ? 
The flash shall never venture  near,
Or give me cause for dire alarm,
If He directs the  fiery ball,
And bids it  not on me to fall.
Yet, th o ’ beneath H is power divine,
I  w ait, depending on H is care,
E ach rig h t endeavour shall be mine,
Of every danger I ’ll beware ;
F a r from th e  m etal bell-w ire stand, 
N or on the  door dock p u t m y hand.
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W hen caught am idst th e  open field,
I ’ll not seek shelter from a tree ;
Tho’ from the  falling ra in  a shield,2 
More dreadful m ight th e  lightn ing be ; 
I ts  tallest boughs m ight draw  the  fire, 
A nd I, w ith  sudden stroke, expire.
They need not dread the  storm y day, 
Or lightnings flashing from the  sky, 
W ho w alk in wisdom’s pleasant way, 
And always are prepared to  die :
I  know no o ther way to  hear 
The thunder roll w ithout a fear.
1. Heaps of heav-y va-pour form, clouds gather.
2. Tho’ from the fall-ing rain a shield, though the tree may keep the rain oft me.
A BRAVE DEED.
Pas-sen-ger, one who travels in some public 
conveyance.
Tur-ban, a fold of muslin or other light material 
worn around the  head.
Min-ute, a small portion of t im e ; the sixtieth 
part of an hour.
Ap-proachf come near.
Assist-ance, help.
Com-pan-ion, one who is with another. 
He-ro-ic, brave ; like a hero.
Im-ag-ine, th in k ; fancy.
En-coun-ter, meet.
En-cour-age, give courage or strength.
Many of our young readers have, no doubt, at some time or other, 
paid a visit to the pier at Port Melbourne, and have seen the large 
steamers which convey passengers, letters, and goods from Victoria to 
England and other countries, or bring them here. I f  so, they may have 
noticed that many of the sailors employed on some of these vessels are 
not white men, but have dark sk ins; and, like most natives of very 
hot countries, often wear turbans instead of hats or caps on their heads. 
They come from the East Indies,1 and are called lascars—a name given 
to men from that part of the world when they serve as sailors on board 
British ships.
A few years ago, one of these large steamers was crossing the ocean. 
I t  was a fine calm day. Everything seemed peaceful and safe, and no 
one thought of danger. Some of the lascars were working on deck 
and about various other parts of the vessel. Suddenly there was a 
splash at the side of the ship. One of the lascars had slipped from the 
place where he was working, and had fallen into the sea. A cry was 
raised, “ A man overboard ! A man overboard ! ” The captain at 
once gave orders to stop the ship and to lower a boat into the water. 
But, quickly as the vessel was stopped, the man was left some distance 
behind, and it was seen that several minutes must pass before the boat 
could be lowered and rowed up to him.
The lascar, however, was a strong swimmer, and he struck out 
bravely to reach the vessel. All on board watched him closely, hoping 
that he would be able to keep afloat till the boat could pick him up. 
But, just as the boat was about to be let down into the water the people 
on board saw with horror that two huge sharks were swimming after 
the unhappy man.
At the same moment he became aware2 of their approach, and the 
sight of them filled him with such terror, that all strength seemed to 
leave him. His dark face turned almost pale with fear ; and, instead 
of keeping up his swift, powerful strokes, he moved his arms feebly
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and helplessly in the water. He tried to call out for assistance, but 
no sound came from his lips. Some of the people on hoard sought to 
encourage him to swim bravely on, as he had been doing, but in vain. 
I t  was plain that, long before the boat could reach him, the sharks 
would overtake and devour him.
A SHARK.
At this instant, one of the officers was observed with some sharp 
weapon in his hand. He was throwing off some of his clothes. 
Could it be that he meant to jump overboard, and face those dreadful 
monsters in their native element ?3 To encounter one shark in the 
water is dangerous enough, but here were two ! Who could hope to 
meet such a danger, and escape death ? W ithout a moment’s pause, 
however, and before a hand could be stretched out to deter him, the 
brave officer sprang from the side of the ship, and swam straight 
towards the dreaded sharks. At the sight of a deliverer, the lascar 
appeared to recover his strength, and again strained every nerve4 to 
reach the ship. As the officer got near the sharks, the hearts of the 
spectators almost stood still. W hat would he do ? How would he 
save himself and the sailor from two such savage, powerful enemies ? 
For you must know that not only has the shark very keen sight, but 
it is also one of the swiftest of fish.
But the officer, with the same cool courage with which he had 
plunged overboard, now dived under water, and, coming up beneath 
one of the sharks, thrust his weapon into its body. Blood spouted 
from the wound, and dyed the water around. The other shark, roused 
to fury by the sight of blood, at once fiercely attacked its wounded 
companion. The officer thereupon turned, and swam rapidly towards 
the ship.
In the meantime, the boat had approached and picked up the lascar. 
I t  next rescued the heroic officer, and then rejoined the ship. We may 
imagine with what cheers and shouts of joy and admiration he was 
received on board. Many brave deeds have been done by British 
seamen, but none more unselfish, none more daring than this. I t  was 
spoken of and admired, we may be sure, all over the world, and will 
not easily be forgotten. Remember, this noble man risked his life
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for a poor, unknown lascar. We may well be thankful and proud to 
belong to a nation in which such men are to be found. May we all 
try in some way to be like them !
1. East In-dies, the two great peninsulas and
the islands south-east of Asia.
2. Be-came a-ware, got to know ; noticed.
3. Na-tive el-e-ment, what they live in ; water.
4. Strained every nerve, did all he cou ld ; put
forth every effort.
THE ARAB TO HIS HORSE.
Come, my beauty  ! Come, my desert- 
darling !
On my shoulder lay th y  glossy head !
F ear not, though the  barley-sack be 
em pty,
H ere’s the  half of H assan’s scanty 
bread.
Thou shalt have th y  share of dates, my 
beauty  !
A nd thou know’st my w ater-skin is 
f re e :
D rink and welcome, for th e  wells are 
d istan t,
And my streng th  and safety lie in thee.
Bend th y  forehead, now, to  tak e  my 
kisses !
L ift in love th y  dark  and splendid e y e ;
1. Sul-tan, the sovereign of the Turks.
2. Dam-as-cus, a city of Turkey-in-Asia, said to
be the oldest city in the world.
Thou a r t  glad when H assan m ounts the  
saddle—
Thou a r t  proud he owns th e e : so am I.
L et th e  S u lta n 1 bring his boasted horses,
P rancing w ith  th e ir diam ond-studded 
reins ;
They, m y darling, shall not m atch th y  
fleetness
W hen they  course w ith  thee the  desert 
plains.
W e have seen Damascus,2 0  my beau ty  !
And the  splendour of the  P ash as3 
there ;
W h a t’s th e ir pomp and riches ? W hy, 
I  would not
Take them  for a handful of th y  hair !
— B a y a r d  T a y l o r .
3. Pa-shas, officers of high rank in Turkey.
GLASS.
Ac-ci-dent, unlooked for ev en t; chance. 
A-gree-a-ble, pleasing to the senses.
AKka-li (i as in “ i l l”), substance having a soapy 
taste, as potash and soda.
Ap-pear-ance, look.
Ba-ril-la, ash of sea-weeds, and of plants which 
grow on the  sea-side.
Be-lievei th in k ; suppose.
Cu-ri-OUS, anxious to  learn.
Ex-pectf h ope; look for.
In-ter-est-ed, excited ; having the attention 
engaged.
Rec-Og-nise, know again.
Rec-ol-lect-ed, brought to  m ind ; remembered.
One evening, while Mr. and Mrs. Brown and their children were 
sitting round the fire, and Mr. Brown had finished reading the 
newspaper, Harry asked him what glass was .made of.
“ I thought you knew that long ago, Harry,” said his father ; 
" surely I  have told you, have I not ?”
“ Yes, father, I  believe you have; but I  always forget, because I 
never was very curious or much interested about it before; but now, 
as we have been seeing, and thinking, and talking so much about 
glass, I  think I shall remember what it is made of, if you will be so 
good as to tell me once more.”
Mr. Brown told Harry to bring him some sand, which was lying in 
a paper in his study. Harry did so. Then his father said to his
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mother, " I  wish I had some alkali to show the children, and some 
barilla ashes. Have yon any in the house?” " Ho,” replied Mrs. 
Brown.
There were no barilla ashes; but she recollected that a heap of 
fern and beanstalks had been lately burned near the house, and the 
ashes of these were to be easily had.
Some of these ashes were brought upon a p la te ; and H arry’s father 
placed the ashes and the sand before him, and said, “ These, when 
burned together, would make glass.”
" I shall never forget it,” said Harry. " How that I  have seen the 
real things of which glass is made, I  shall never forget them.”
" That is what I  say, too,” cried Lucy; “ seeing things, and seeing 
them just a t the very time I am curious about them, makes me 
remember easily and well.”
“ Taste these ashes,” said their father, " th isjW ash, as it is called; 
wet your finger, take up a little, and put it into your mouth.”
H arry and Lucy did so; but they said the potash had not an 
agreeable taste. Their father said he did not expect that they would 
think it agreeable; but that he had desired them to taste it, that 
they might know the taste of what is called alkali; and that they 
might be able to recognise what is called an alkaline taste.
“ I  shall not forget that, either,” said Lucy.
" How wonderful it is,” continued she, looking first a t the sand 
and ashes, and then at a glass which she held in her hand, " that 
such a beautiful, clean, clear, transparent thing as glass could be made 
from things that look so different as sand and ashes ! ”
" And I  wonder,” said Harry, " how people ever thought that glass 
could be made of these things.”
" Some writers tell us that the way to make glass was discovered 
by a strange accident,” said his father.
“ Please, father, tell us about the discovery.”
“ W ith pleasure,” replied the father. " Some sailors, who were 
going on a voyage, were driven out of their course. Finding them­
selves close to land, they went on shore. The beach w as' sandy, 
and there grew near the place where they landed a great deal of 
sea-weed. The men wanted to boil some food in an iron pot which 
they had brought from the ship with them. They made a fire on 
the sand with the sea-weed, and they noticed that the ashes of this 
sea-weed, mixed with the sand and burnt by the fire, had, what we 
would call, a glassy appearance. I t  looked, in fact, like a kind of 
greenish glass. I t  is said that, from what they saw, they formed 
the first idea of making glass by burning ashes of sea-weed and sand 
together.”
"  How lucky it was that they made this fire on the sand with sea­
weed ! ” said Harry.
" How wise these people were to take notice of what happened 
when they did so ! ” said Harry’s father.
— From H a r r y  a n d  L u c y , by Maria Edgeworth (.Adapted).
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THE GRATEFUL INDIAN,
Ank-le, joint which connects the foot and the leg. 
Anx-ious, uneasy.
Cru-el-ty, harsh treatment.
Daunt-ed, disheartened.
Dis-as-ter, serious mishap.
In - ju re d , hurt.
M ed-i-cine, anything given for the cure or les-
Er-rand, message.
Hor-ror, dread. 
Hunch, thick piece.
sening of disease or pain.
Of-fered, expressed his willingness. 
Pa-tient-ly, in a patient manner. 
Re-lievej give ease to.
Se-veref distressing.
Un-ex-pect-ed, sudden ; unlooked for.
Jem could not walk any further; his ankle was badly hurt, there 
was no doubt of that, and, brave little lad that he was, his heart sank 
within him, for he knew all that might follow from such a disaster. 
It was not the pain that daunted him ; neither did he fear to spend a 
night in the forest; he could sleep under a tree as soundly as in his own 
bed under the rafters of his own home. It was warm, dry weather, 
and he had a hunch of bread in his pocket ; there was nothing, there­
fore, to be afraid of, except Indians, and his father had said there were 
none in the neighbourhood at present.
Jem ’s mind would have been quite easy on his own account; but he 
was on his way through the forest to a village five miles away to obtain 
some medicine for his sick mother, which the doctor had desired she 
might have without fail that very night. Our hero, though but eleven 
years old, had just finished a long day’s work, and it was already dusk; 
but he loved his mother dearly, and gladly offered to set out on the ten- 
mile walk to get the medicine ; he did not even wait to eat his supper, 
but, putting it in his pocket to munch on the way, trotted off on his errand.
Jem ’s father was a small farmer, who had built his own log house, 
and cleared his own fields, with no other help than that of his little 
son. Jem, therefore, had already learned to be helpful and self- 
denying ; while his life of labour had made him hardy. But the 
misfortune that had now fallen upon the brave little man was so 
severe and unexpected, that he did not know how to bear it.
The thought of the dear suffering mother waiting patiently for the 
medicine which would relieve her, and of the anxious, careworn father, 
who would be looking vainly along the forest track: for his return, was 
too much for his loving little heart ; so, leaning his arms against a 
tree, he dropped his head upon them, and sobbed bitterly. Then, 
struggling up, he made another attem pt1 to walk, for he knew that he 
had got over more than half the journey, but the injured foot would not 
support him, and the attempt to stand caused him very great pain.
" I t  is of no use, I cannot stand,” groaned Jem, aloud ; so he 
settled his back against a tree, and began to eat his hunch of bread. 
Then he said his prayers, with the addition of a special one that God 
would make his dear mother better without the medicine, and prepared 
to wait as patiently as he could till morning, when, he knew, some 
hunters or fur traders would be passing along the track, who would 
give him the help he needed.
One thing Jem had quite made up his mind about, he would not 
go to sleep. He set himself to count the stars which peeped through
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the leaves above his head, and listened to the stir of birds and 
squirrels in their nests. He knew and loved them all, and they on 
their parts knew that Jem never stole birds’ eggs or merry baby 
squirrels as the other boys did. “ I t  is only Jem ,” they would say when 
they saw him coming, and they never thought of hiding from him.
But, somehow, Jem did not get very far in his counting of the 
stars ; they danced about too much, his head would drop down, and his 
eyes would not keep open. I t  is not easy for a tired little boy of 
eleven years old to keep awake at night, and so in a very few minutes 
Jem was fast asleep.
I t  seemed to him that he had scarcely closed his eyes when a slight 
noise caused him to open them, and then he was wide awake in a 
moment, for, with a thrill of horror,2 he became aware of two Indians 
standing close beside him in the strange, pale-green light of early dawn.
As they silently gazed down upon him, his heart seemed to stand 
still, and he was on the point of crying out ; but he had learned to 
keep his wits about him, and remembered that even an Indian has a 
certain respect for a manly spirit.3 So he sat up and boldly returned 
the gaze of the fierce black eyes—but, at the same time, he had heard 
too many tales of the cruelty of the Indians not to know the danger he 
was in.
{To be continued.)
— Helen Marion Burnside , in N i s t e r ’s H o l id a y  A n n u a l  {Adapted,).
1 He m ad e a n -o th -er  a t- te m p t' he tried ; 3. H as a  cer -ta in  re-sp ect' for a  m a n -ly
a8a'n- I sp ir-it, looks up to one who aets bravely.
2. W ith  a  th r il l  o f hor-ror, in sudden fear. 1
NEW S AND NOTES.
CAPE SCHANCK LIGHT-HOUSE 
[By the hind permission o f  the proprietors o f  the A u s t r a l a s i a n .
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P U L P I T  R O C K, NEA R C A P E  S C H A N C K .
Cape Schanck jutting into Bass Strait lies between Port Phillip 
Bay and Western Port, and can be reached by road from Dromana. 
There stands on the highest part of the cape, about half-a-mile from 
Pulpit Rock, a light-house built of stone. The light is so strong that, 
in clear weather, its rays can be seen at a distance of more than 
twenty-five miles.
#  *  *  #  *
The Ballarat Exhibition was closed on 4th May, after having had 
a very successful season of about five months. Thousands of persons, 
young and old, obtained pleasure and instruction from seeing the 
exhibits. To teachers and their pupils, the Educational Court, in which 
many aids to teaching were on view, and the room containing exercise 
books, copy books, maps, and drawings, were of special interest. Some 
of the work done by State school scholars received high praise.
To the Education Department a gold medal was awarded for its 
exhibit.
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The public are taking great interest in exhibitions, for, before that 
at Ballarat had been closed a week, another was opened at Collingwood 
by our Governor. On the opening day, a guard of honour, consisting 
of several companies of cadets, received Lord Brassey at the Colling­
wood Town Hall, and 200 school children sang a song of welcome.
This exhibition also promises to be a success, as a large number of 
exhibits has been sent in, and arrangements have been made for 
amusing and instructing sight-seers, who, it is expected, will throng 
there, as they did to the Ballarat Exhibition.
NOTICES.
The a tten tion  of teachers is called to th e  publication in The School P aper  of the 
words and music of the  songs to  be tau g h t during the  year. (See circular 96 2.) I t  will 
be found advantageous for the  children in th e  upper classes to  keep in a book the  pages 
on which are p rin ted  the  songs they  require.
Teachers are informed th a t  th e  reading tablets, or wall sheets, containing th e  
lessons in the  A ustralian  P rim er are not, a t present, in stock.
The School P aper  is published on the  25th of th e  m onth preceding th a t  during 
which it is to  be used. The paper should be ordered in tim e for the  children to  begin 
each issue on the  first school day of th e  month.
N .B .—E x trac t from circular 95/9. — “ On and after 1st Ju ly , Class I I I .  w ill be 
required to  present for exam ination in poetry, reading, spelling, d ictation, and composi­
tion The School Papers which have been issued.”
The E d ito r wishes to  acknowledge w ith  thanks communications from the 
follow ing:—J. Johnstone, H. Pearson, J . C. Dyall, T. W . Kewisli, Wm. Henderson, 
Rd. Clanchy, Thos. Philips, Jas. W . Elsbury.
ODDS AND ENDS.
A little  neglect m ay breed great mischief : for w ant of a nail th e  shoe was lo s t; for 
w a n t  of a shoe the  horse was lo s t; and for w ant of a horse the  rider was lost, being 
overtaken and slain by the enem y: all for w ant of a  little  care about a horse-shoe 
n a i l .  — D r . F r a n k l i n .
L ittle  D o t : “  M other, the  teacher told us to-day we needn’t  all learn to  w rite 
th e  same h and .”
M other : “  T hat pleases you, dear, does it  n o t? ”
L ittle  D o t : “ No. I t ’s ju st as hard to  learn to  w rite  one way as another. Now, if 
teacher only told us we needn’t  all spell the  same way, there  would be some com fort.”
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||:W hat tones resound in the  chapel by night?
W hat voices these so clear and b right ? :||
| : I t  is the  choir, with sweet accord,
A glad strain  uplifting to praise the Lord. :||
||:What sounds are these which now strike on the ear, 
So deep, so ptfre, so wondrous clear? :||
J|:lt is the  bell, whose tone awakes 
The pilgrim from slumber when m orning breaks. :||
B y  A u th o rity : R o b t . S. B r a i n , Government Printer, Melbourne.
titoot iapr.
F O R  C L A S S  I I I .
V o l .  1, No. 6 .] MELBOURNE. [ J u l y ,  1896.
A NATIONAL ANTHEM.
An-them, a piece of sacred music to be sung in : 
certain way.
In-spire? instruct.
Main-tain? keep firm.
Na-tion-al, of or pertaining to a nation.
God bless our native land !
May H eaven’s protecting hand 
Still guard our shore !
M ay peace her powers extend,
Foe be transform ed to friend ;
And may her power depend 
On w ar no more.
Through ev’ry  changing scene,
Oh Lord ! preserve the  Queen—
Long may she reign !
H er head inspire and move 
W ith  wisdom from above ;
And in a nation’s love 
H er throne m aintain.
Pre-serve? keep safe.
Pro-tect-ing, guarding.
Right-eous, in keeping with God’s laws. 
Trans-formed? changed.
M ay ju st and righteous laws 
Uphold the public cause,
And bless our isle ;
Home of th e  brave and free,
The land of liberty  !
W e pray th a t  still on thee 
K ind Heaven may smile.
And not th is land alone,
But be th y  mercies known 
From  shore to shore.
Lord ! make the nations see,
That men should brothers be,
And form one family 
The wide world o’er.
THE GRATEFUL INDIAN—continued.
As-sist-ant, helper.
Clear-ing, portion of land cleared of trees. 
Com-pan-ion, mate.
Dis-ap-peared? passed out of view. 
Ex-tend-ed, stretched out.
Grate-ful, thankful.
Im-por-tance, n o te ; consequence. 
Re-spect? regard with honour. 
Roused, awakened.
Tend-ed, looked after. 
Thresh-old, doorsill.
The younger of the red-men was already fingering his hatchet, 
whilst he muttered some words which meant no good to our hero ; but 
the older, who appeared to be a man of some importance,1 made a sign 
to his companion to be silent, and, then, crossing his arms, said in 
musical broken English—“ My brother is abroad early.”
“ I  was going across the forest to get medicine for my mother,” 
replied Jem.
“ But the medicine-man2 of the pale-faces does not live in the 
forest,” returned the Indian. " Where does the mother of my brother 
live?”
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" In  the clearing at the entrance to the west track. I t  was nearly 
dark when I  started, and 1 fell and hurt my leg, so tha t I can go no 
further.”
“ H u,” exclaimed the Indian, kneeling down, and taking Jem ’s 
injured foot gently in his hand. " Then my brother is the son of the 
good pale-face woman who tended Woodpecker when he was sick, and 
made him well again ? ”
“ Are you Woodpecker ?” exclaimed Jem  gladly. “ My mother 
has told me about you.”
The Indian nodded, and tearing a strip from his blanket he dipped 
it in a spring of water which was near at hand, and bound it firmly 
round the hoy’s swollen ankle. “ The mother of my young brother is 
very sick P ” he inquired.
“ Yes,” replied Jem, “ and she is waiting for the medicine, and I 
cannot fetch it.” He winked bravely to keep back the tears which 
filled his eyes a t the thought.
“ Woodpecker will fetch the medicine. Woodpecker owes a big 
debt to his pale-face sister, and Indians have grateful hearts,” said the 
red-man gravely.
Jim  eagerly held out to him a piece of paper, but Woodpecker 
shook his head.
“ My brother shall speak himself to the medicine-man,” he observed; 
and raising the boy on his broad shoulders, he strode away quickly in 
the direction of the village.
I t  was scarcely daylight, and no one was yet stirring, or the sight 
of an Indian carrying a white boy in his arms would have caused some 
wonder.
The doctor’s sleepy assistant, who answered Woodpecker’s loud rap 
on the door, rubbed his eyes and stared ; but being somewhat afraid 
of his visitor, he made up the medicine with the utmost speed, and 
handed it to Jem.
The second Indian had disappeared on the way to the doctor’s, and 
the two strangely-matched companions at once set out on their return 
journey through the forest, which was rapidly crossed by Woodpecker, 
and by sunrise he set Jem  down on the threshold of his father’s 
door.
“ Do stay and see how mother is,—father would like to thank you,” 
said J  em.
“ Not now,” replied Woodpecker, taking with a smile the small 
hand extended to him, “ but say to my good white sister that her Indian 
brother does not forget kindness, and that Woodpecker will return.”
And, as the farmer, roused by the sound of voices, opened the door, 
the tall figure of the red-man disappeared into the forest. Jem  was 
made happy by finding his mother better, when, after having explained 
m atters to his father, he was carried in and placed on the bed beside 
her.
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After they were both recovered, he had many a grand day’s 
hunting with the friendly and grateful Indian, who had taken a great 
liking to the brave little lad, whom he ever afterwards caused his tribe 
to respect as his English brother Jem.
— Helen Marion Burnside, in N i s t e r ’s 
H o l id a y  A n n u a l . (.Adapted’.)
1. A man of some im-por-tance, one ranking above the common.
2. Med-i-Cine man (among the North American Indians), one who professes to cure sickness, &c.
BE THOROUGH, BOYS.
At-oms, very small things. 
Be-lievei trust.
De-ceivel mislead. 
Re-tain( not to part with. 
Se-cure-ly, safely.
Soothe, calm.
Thor-ough, perfect.
Treas-ures, things of very much value. 
Tri-fles, things of very little value. 
Yield-ing, affording; giving.
W hatsoe’er you find to do,
Do it, boys, w ith all your might ! 
Never be a little  true,
Or a little  in the right.
Trifles even 
Lead to heaven,
Trifles make the life of man ;
So in all things,
G reat or small things,
Be as thorough as you can !
Let no speck their surface dim — 
Spotless tru th , and honour bright ! 
I ’d not give a fig for him 
W ho says any lie is w hite. 1 
He who falters,
Twists, or alters 
L ittle  atoms, when we speak,
May deceive me,
But, believe me,
To himself he is a sneak.
Help the weak, if you are strong ;
Love the old, if you are young ; 
Own a fault, if you are wrong ;
If you’re angry, hold your tongue ! 
In each duty 
Lies a beauty,
If your eyes you do not shut,
Ju s t do surely,
And securely,
As a kernel in a nut.
If you th ink a word will please,
Say it, if it is but true ;
W ords may give delight w ith ease, 
W hen no act is asked from you. 
W ords may often 
Soothe and soften,
Gild a joy,2 or heal a p a in ;
They are treasures 
Yielding pleasures 
I t  is wicked to  retain.
W hatsoe’er you find to  do,
Do it, then, w ith all your m ig h t;
L et your prayers be strong and tru e— 
Prayer, my lads, will keep you right. 
P ray in all things,
Great and small things ;
Act the Christian gentleman ;
And for ever 
Now or never,
Be as thorough as you can !
- Y o u n g  E n g l a n d .
1. Says any lie is white, says that there is no
harm in telling a falsehood if it is about a 
trifling matter.
2. Gild a joy, make delight still greater.
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THE GIRLHOOD OF QUEEN VICTORIA.
Ac-ci-dent, m ishap ; unforeseen event. 
Ac-quired' gained.
Break-fast, the  first meal of the  day. 
Car-rlage, a vehicle for pleasure or passengers. 
Com-mence, begin.
Com-pan-ions, playmates.
Fa-vour-ite, well liked.
Gov-ern-ess, a lady teacher who lives w ith a 
family and instructs the  children. 
In-sistred, said i t  m ust b e ; urged. 
In-ter-est-ed in, feeling in terest in ; concerned 
for.
Nurs-e-ry, a room in a house set apart for young 
children.
Pal-ace, the house of a king or bishop.
Pen-sion-er, one receiving a pension, or yearly 
paym ent for past services.
Per-mit-ted, allowed.
Per-suad-ed, made willing ; induced.
Pleas-ures, things which please or gratify.
Re-cre-a-tion, am usem ent; pastime.
Reg-U-1 ir, according to rule.
Vi-O-lent, severe.
You know that you have a holiday every twenty-fourth of May, 
and have been told that that day is the Queen’s birthday. Yes, on 
th a t day, in the year 1819, there was born at old Kensington Palace, 
near London, a baby who is now known as Queen Victoria. Her 
father was the Duke of Kent,1 fourth son of the reigning king, 
George I I I .
Of course, the royal family took some interest in the arrival of the 
little stranger, and her grandfather, the King, wanted her to be named 
Georgiana. Her father wished her to be called Elizabeth, because it 
was a favourite name among English people ; but her uncle, the Prince 
Regent,2 insisted that she should be called Alexandrina, after Alex­
ander, the Em peror3 of Russia. Victoria, her mother’s name, was 
added, but “  Little Drina ” was her name through all her early years.
“  Little Drina ” was the first member of the royal family tha t was 
vaccinated;4 and soon after this had been done, she was taken by her 
father and mother to a town on the coast of England. Here the baby 
had a narrow escape from being shot in her own nursery. A young 
man went out to shoot small birds, but was so clumsy in the use of his 
gun tha t the shot went through the cottage window, and passed quite 
close to " Little Drina’s ” head, who was in her nurse’s arms at the 
time. About half-an-liour after, the Duke, who had been out for a 
walk, returned home very w e t; but, on hearing of the accident, could 
not be persuaded to change his clothes before running up to the 
nursery to see that his little girl was safe. "  Little Drina ” was eight 
months old a t the time, and knew her father the moment she saw him. 
She kicked and crowed with delight, and the Duke stayed with her a 
few minutes. Sad to say, that few minutes cost him his life. The 
damp clothes were changed too late. The Duke took a violent cold, 
which settled upon the lungs, and ended in his death.
Very lonely must the poor Duchess of K ent have felt, for she was 
almost a stranger in England, and her late husband, who had not been 
careful in money matters, did not leave his widow an income sufficient 
to properly support the ran k 5 of herself and daughter. Fortunately, 
she had no wish to shine at the Court6 of her brother-in-law—the 
Prince Regent—she was quite content to retire to her quiet home at 
Kensington Palace with her little girl.
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THE QUEEN AT THE AGE O F SIX.
{By permission of the proprietors of the A u s t r a l a s ia n .)
As soon as the child was old enough, and before she could read the 
Bible for herself, the Duchess used to read to her out of it every day, 
and taught her to pray at her own knees. Indeed, “ Little Drina ” 
was left but very seldom to the care of servants. There was no 
nursery breakfast in that household, but the child’s bread and milk 
and fruit were served at eight o’clock in the morning beside her 
mother’s. In the summer time, breakfast was often placed out on 
the lawn facing the windows, where they could hear the songs of the 
birds, and watch them among the branches of the trees, or talk about 
the flowers that were blooming all round.
In this way, the little lady acquired a liking for simple country 
pleasures; and when she was old enough to commence regular lessons
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under the care of a governess, her recreation was to walk or ride in a 
little carriage round Kensington Gardens, or have a scamper through 
the rooms and passages of the palace. Very little of Court life was 
the child permitted to see. There was an old soldier named Hillman, 
a pensioner of her father,7 whom he had settled with his wife in 
a cottage not far from the palace, and 4o go and see these worthy 
people with her mother or governess was a treat indeed. Hillman had 
a daughter, who was in bad health, and the little Princess was much 
interested in the poor girl—the more so, perhaps, that she had so few 
companions of her own age.
For some years, people took little notice of the Duchess of Kent 
and her daughter, living so quietly at Kensington. But, as one after 
the other of the royal family was carried away by death, it began to 
seem possible, and even very likely, that “ Little D rina” might become 
the Lady of England.
The Princess Victoria (as people were now beginning to call her) 
was growing fa s t; she was not tail, but upright and graceful, with a 
fresh pink-and-white complexion, and large, well-opened blue eyes. 
She was about thirteen when some one told her she might one day 
become Queen of England. The girl looked serious when she heard this. 
“ If  the honour is great,” she said, u the responsibility is greater.” 8
(To &
Adapted from  “ The Life and Reign of Queen Victoria,” by E m m a  L e s l i e  :
The R eligious T rac t Society.
1. Kent, a county in the  south-east of England.
2. Prince Re-gent. In  1811, George III. having
gone out of his m ind, George, Prince of 
Wales, as Prince Regent, ruled in the  name 
of his father.
3. Em-per-or, the  ru le r of an empire. At p re ­
sen t the  em pires in Europe are Germany,
Austria, and Russia. The Queen, in 1876, 
assum ed the  title  of Em press of India.
4. Vac-ci-nat-ed, having had vaccine m atte r
introduced into the  blood for the  purpose of 
preventing  or lessening an a ttack  of small­
pox.
5. Sup-port' the rank, keep up the  position.
6. Shine at the Court, take a prom inent place
among those who were constantly  in the  com­
pany of the  Prince Regent.
7. Pen-sion-er of her fa-ther. The Duke of
Kent gave him  the use of a house, re n t free, 
and otherwise assisted him.
8 If the hcn-our is great, the re-spon-si- 
bil-i-ty is great-er. The h igher one’s posi­
tion in life is, the  more care and anxiety one 
has in try ing  to  do always w hat is righ t and 
just.
TEE VIOLET.
Ar-rayedf clothed.
Bow-er, a shady enclosure in a garden. 
Graced, looked well in ; adorned 
Hu-mil-i-ty, the  state  of being hum ble in 
mind.
Down in a green  and  shady  bed,
A m odest v io le t g rew ;
I t s  s ta lk  w as ben t, i t  hung  its  head,
As if to  hide from  view.
A nd y e t i t  was a lovely flower,
I t s  colours b r ig h t and  fa ir ;
I t  m ight hhve graced a rosy bower, 
In s tead  of h id ing  there .
Mod-est, retiring.
F e r - fu m e ' (usually, and better, accented thus, 
per-fum e, noun), sweet smell.
Tints, colours.
V a l- ie y , low land between two hills.
Y et there  i t  was con ten t to  bloom,
In  m odest t in ts  a rray ed  ;
A nd th e re  i t  spread  its  sw eet perfum e 
W ith in  th e  silen t shade.
Then le t me to  th e  va lley  go 
This p re tty  flower to  see,
T h a t I  m ay also lea rn  to  g row  
In  sw eet hum ility .
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REARING CHICKENS— (continued),
Ar-riv-als, new-comers. 
At-ten-tive to, mindful of. 
Di-rec-tions, orders. 
Dis-turb? trou b le; annoy. 
Fear-less-ly, boldly 
Grasp-ing, holding firmly. 
Mis-cbief, injury. 
Mor-sel, small piece.
Plump, fat.
Pre-par-ing, getting ready. 
Pre-vent; stop.
Re-moved; took away. 
Shel-ter-ing, covering.
Se-cure-ly, safely.
Stur-dy, strong.
Yolk (I silent), yellow part of an egg.
Harry was very attentive to the wants of the sitting hen, and was 
also careful not to disturb her while she was on the n e s t; though, it 
he did peep through the door at the back, she took no notice of him.1 
He soon found that she came out to feed at about the same time every 
day ; and, when he saw her engaged on her meal,2 he looked at the 
nest and counted the eggs to see if they were all safe. On the tenth 
morning, however, he found that one of the eggs had been broken, and 
that several of the others were covered with the yolk. He at once shut 
down a little trap-door to prevent the hen from getting back to the nest; 
then he ran at full speed to the kitchen, where his aunt was preparing 
breakfast.
“ Oh, auntie !” he panted, " one of the eggs has got broken, and it 
has made such a mess in the nest.”
“ That is a pity,” said his aunt, “ but we must do our best to 
prevent any further mischief.”
Taking a piece of rag and some Ink e-warm water3 she hurried with 
Harry to the nest. At once she carefully wiped each of the eggs with 
a damped rag, and, making up a fresh nest, replaced them in it. 
Before she had finished, the hen, being anxious to get back again, was 
making a great fuss because she was shut out. When Harry re-opened 
the trap-door, she walked quickly in and settled herself snugly as 
before.
Nothing unusual happened until the twenty-first morning, when 
Harry, after putting the food in and waiting a long time, found that the 
hen did not make her appearance.4
“ Auntie,” he said, “ I am afraid something is wrong again. The 
hen has not come out at all this morning.”
“ Why, dear me !” answered his aunt, “ I had quite forgotten her. 
Of course, this is the morning for the chickens to come out. Let us go 
and see.”
Going to the box and opening the door she lifted the hen carefully 
up, grasping her under the wings. Harry held his breath, and then 
clapped his hands with delight. In  the bottom of the nest lay twelve 
fluffy little balls—eight yellow and four black. Mrs. Graham removed 
with care all the broken shells from the nest, and then put back the 
hen, which was much pleased to be with her chickens again.
Under his aunt’s directions, Harry prepared their first meal for the 
new arrivals. He broke up a hard-boiled egg, shell and all. W ith this 
he mixed some dry oatmeal and a few grains of pepper and salt. A
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little of the mixture was now sprinkled on the edge of the nest, and at 
once the mother hen said " Cluck ! cluck ! cluck !”—which was her 
way of calling the baby chicks to their meal. As none of them came, 
Harry shut the door and left them quiet for three or four hours. When 
he got back, as the food was all gone, he put some more on the nest, 
and this time, to his great joy, one sturdy little chicken came out and 
picked up a morsel or two.
Next morning Mrs. Graham placed a large coop on a sunny spot, 
and with H arry’s help removed the mother and her brood to it. Here 
they were fed three times a d ay ; and it was wonderful how soon the 
little ones learned to run about outside the coop, and how fearlessly 
they would wander away to pick up food, though at the least alarm 
they raced back to their mother’s sheltering wings. You may be sure 
that Harry was very careful to shut them up securely at night, so that 
they should not catch a chill by going out in the early morning on the 
damp grass. They grew very fast. Soon the down gave way to 
feathers, and by the time the chickens were a month old the mother- 
hen could hardly cover them all. I t  was a funny sight to see her at 
dusk, sitting on the ground with six or eight little heads poking out 
from amongst her feathers.
At the end of seven weeks Mrs. Graham put the old hen back 
again with the other fowls, for the little ones were now quite able to 
take care of themselves. As they were twelve healthy plump birds, 
H arry was very pleased with the success of his first attempt at rearing 
chickens.
—V. S. c.
1. Took no no-tice Of him, did not seem to i 3. Luke-warm wa-ter, w ater th a t is neither
see him. ' j hot nor co ld ; tepid water.
2. En-gaged' on her meal, occupied in eat- | 4. Make her ap-pear-ance, come out of the
ing. | box.
ANECDOTE OF A LION.
Ap-peared' came into view. 
As-ton-ish-ment, wonder. 
Im-plor-ing, begging earnestly. 
In-hab-it-ants, dwellers in a place. 
In-ten-tion, purpose.
In-ter-est-ing, s trik in g ; attractive. 
Mo-tion-less, still.
Ref-Uge, shelter.
Snatched, seized hastily 
Wag-gon, a vehicle for heavy goods.
The people who dwell in that large extent of country called South 
Africa are, for the most part, under the rule of the British. The 
greater portion of the inhabitants have dark skins, and belong to the 
Negro type. Besides the English-speaking residents there are many 
Dutchmen, for the whites who were the first to settle in this portion of 
Africa went there from Holland. They get a living chiefly by farming 
and rearing cattle. The Dutch word for peasant or farmer is “ Boer.” 
By this name the Dutch settlers in Cape Colony and other parts of 
South Africa are now known.
Many are the perils from wild beasts that those meet with who go 
into the South African wilds to make a home.
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One of these Boers, whose name was Van Nooten, gave this 
interesting account to a traveller, of a visit which a lion one day made 
to him and his family.
LION A T T H E  M ELBO U RN E ZO O .
{By perm ission of the proprietors of the I l l u s t r a t e d  A u s t r a l ia n  N e w s .)
“ I t is now,” said he, “ two years since it happened. My wife was 
sitting within the house, near the door; the children were playing 
around her, and I without, near the house, was busied in doing some­
thing to a waggon, when, suddenly, though it was mid-day, a huge 
lion appeared, came up, and laid himself quietly down in the shade, 
upon the very threshold of the door.
My wife, struck with fear, or aware of the danger of trying to 
escape, remained motionless in her place, while the children took 
refuge in her lap.
The cry they uttered, however, drew my attention, and I hastened 
towards the door. My astonishment may well be imagined when I 
found the entrance to it barred by the lion.
I glided gently, scarcely knowing what I meant to do, along the 
side of the house, up to the window of my room, where I  kept my gun 
always loaded. I t happened to be in the corner, close to the window, 
so that I could reach it with my hand. This was fortunate, for the 
opening was too small for me to get through.
I snatched it up. The lion was beginning to move, perhaps with 
the intention of making a spring.
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There was no longer time to think ; I called softly to the mother 
not to move, and, imploring the help of the Lord, I fixed my gun and 
fired. The ball passed just above my boy’s head, and lodged in the 
forehead of the lion ; he was stretched on the ground, and never stirred 
more.” 
This was Van Nooten’s account. Had he failed in his aim—had 
the mother or boy moved, they must have been shot.
How great must have been the joy of the father and mother, and 
their thankfulness to Providence !
TH E GRUM BLING CLOWN.
Al-ter, change.
Com-plain-ing, la m e n tin g ; bew ailing. 
Con-trived' planned.
Dis-par-i-ty, in e q u a li ty ; difference. 
Grurn-bling, m u rm u r in g ; com plaining.
Sup-]
Loung-lng, id ling ; lolling.
Ob-serve^ w a tc h ; note.
Par-tial, u n fair ; u n ju s t.
Prov-i-dence, th e  crea to r and  p reserver of all 
th ings  ; God.
) ' im agine.
Beneath an oak, a rustic  c low n1 
Lay lounging in  th e  shade, 
Com plaining loud of fortune’s gifts,
A nd called her “  partia l jad e .” 1
The works of Providence were wrong, 
And bad was all in s ig h t ;
He knew some th ings were wrong con­
trived,
And he could set them  right.
"“ F or instance,” cried the  grum bling 
churl,
“  Observe th is s tu rd y  tree  ;
R em ark the  little  things it  bears,
A nd w hat d isparity  !
“  Again, observe yon pum pkins grow, 
And ye t th e ir sta lks so small,
1. Rus-tic Clown, a coun try -b red  sim pleton.
2. Jade, a young- w om an—so called w hen i t  is
in ten d ed  to  show slig h t con tem pt.
Unable to  support th e ir fru it,
So bulky are they  all.
“  How I, if I  had  power to  do’t  
W ould a lte r th u s th e  case ; 3 
T hat th is large tree  should pum pkins 
bear,
And acorns tak e  th e ir place. ”
H e spoke, and rising on his feet,
S tra igh t from the  tree  fell down 
An acorn of th e  sm allest size,
A nd pitched upon his crown.4
“ How, ” says the  traveller, who had heard 
The whole the  clown had said,
“  Suppose th is tree  had pum pkins borne, 
W hat would have saved th y  h ead ?”
3. Al-ter thus the case, change th e  s ta te  of
th in g s  in  th is  way.
4. Pitched upon his crown, fell upon  h is  head.
TR U E AND OBEDIENT.
Rip-pled, cam e like a li ttle  wave.
•Com'mon, tr a c t  of open land .
'Cho-rus, nu m b er of voices sound ing  to g e th er. 
Ex-claimedi called out.
G lO W -ing, shining.
Pros-per-ous, successful. 
Ac-quired; gained. 
Rep-u-ta-tion, good nam e. 
Temp-ta-tion, inducem ent. 
Im-i-tate, s trive  to  be th e  sam e as.
"  Char-lie ! Char-lie ! ” Clear and sweet the voice rippled over the 
common. " That’s mother,” cried one of the boys ; and instantly threw 
down his bat and picked up his jacket and cap.
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“ Don’t  go yet ! Have it o u t! Finish the game ! ” cried the players 
in noisy chorus. “ I  must go—right off, this minute. I told mother 
I ’d come whenever she called me.” " Make believe1 yon didn’t  hear,” 
they all exclaimed. “ But I did.” “ She won’t know you did.” “ But
I  know it, and ”
“ Let him go,” said the biggest of the boys. “ You can’t do any­
thing with him ; he’s tied to his mother’s apron-strings.” 2 “ That’s
so,” said Charlie ; “ and i t ’s what every boy should be tied to, and in 
a hard knot, too.” “ But I  wouldn’t  be such a baby as to run the 
minute she called,” said one. “ I  don’t call it babyish to keep one’s 
word to one’s mother,” answered the obedient boy, a beautiful light 
glowing in his eyes. “ I call it manly, and the boy who does not keep 
his promise to his mother will never keep it to any one else ; ” and he 
hurried away to his cottage home.
Thirty years have passed since those boys played on the common. 
Charlie is now a prosperous business m an3 in a great city, and those 
who have dealings with him say— “ His word is as good as his bond.” 4 
We asked him how he acquired such a reputation. “ I never broke 
my word when a boy, no m atter how great the temptation, and the 
habits formed then have clung to me through life.”
Boys and girls ! here is a noble example which you will all do well 
to imitate.
— Adapted from  T h e  S o u t h e r n  C r o s s .
1. Make be-lievef pretend.
2. Tied to Ms moth-er’s ap-ron-strings,
does not do anything w ithout his m other’s
approval; does everything his m other wishes.
3. Busi-ness man, one engaged in any trade or
calling.
4. His word is as good as his bond, his simple
promise is as certain to  be carried out as if he 
had taken an oath.
SOME BELIEFS OF TEE YABBA BLACKS.
A-foOund~ing, having in p len ty ; full of. 
Charm, a form of words though t to possess 
hidden power.
Es-cap-ing, getting  free ; going away. 
Fre-quent-ly, often.
F u - r i -O U S , violent.
Greet-ed, welcom ed; hailed.
Im-me-di-ate-ly, a t once.
Lan-guage, hum an speech.
Mag-ic, the a rt of pretending to p u t in action 
the  power of spirits.
Mis-for-tunes, mishaps ; calamities.
Neigh-bour-ing, dwelling near.
Re-ceiv-ing, getting.
Sor-cer-y, the  a rt of pretending to discover 
hidden or secret things by a power more 
than  human.
Vault, arched roof.
Wel-fare, well-being.
Wiz-ards, men though t to possess more than  
hum an power.
The tribes of aborigines among which Buckley spent about thirty- 
two years, were all connected, more or less closely, by language and 
customs, as well as by marriage. Marriages were made according to 
laws which were strictly obeyed.
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Buckley was not an educated man, nor did he take much notice of 
what was going on around him. He, therefore, could tell his country­
men very little about the beliefs and customs of the people among 
whom he had lived for half a life-time.
From other sources, however, many interesting things have been 
learned concerning them.
To begin with, the blacks thought the earth was flat and circular 
in shape, and that the sky was a solid vault above it. Beyond this 
was another country, abounding in trees, rivers, and game. Here 
abode the spirits of the dead. The sky was supported at the edges by 
props, those in the east, beyond the mountains in Gippsland, being in 
the charge of an old man of great age and wisdom.
Buckley relates that the tribes with whom he was living were once 
very much frightened on receiving a message from that direction saying 
that the supports were becoming rotten, and that, if tomahawks and 
opossum-skin rugs were not sent to the old man at once, he would let 
the sky fall. W ith all haste, a large supply of rugs and stone 
tomahawks was sent to the neighbouring tribes to be forwarded to 
him.
The blacks believed firmly in ghosts, and in both evil and good 
spirits. A ghost was supposed to wander near its old haunts1 for some 
time after death, and to come back frequently to look at the body it had 
left, and at the weapons and rugs which were usually buried with it.
HEAD OF A DOUBLE-BARBED WAR SPEAR.
A hard tough wood such as messmate or tea-tree is used for making spears of this kind. With a 
piece of quartz a native cuts a groove on each side of the upper end, and inserts chips of some hard 
stone. The chips are fixed in their places by means of gum.
You will remember that this was a fortunate belief for Buckley, 
for when he was found near M urrungurk’s grave, holding a broken 
spear plucked from it, he was at once greeted as that great warrior 
returned to life.
HEAD OF A DOUBLE-BARBED WAR SPEAR.
This is made wholly of wood. It must have cost much care and labour to carve. Spears of this 
kind vary in length from eight to eleven feet. Spears were thrown either by the hand alone, or with 
the throwing-stick. A picture of the throwing-stick will be given in a future issue of The School 
Paper.
I t  was thought that the spirits of the dead went, finally, to the 
western edge of the world, and there descended into " Hgamat ”—the 
bright place into which the sun appears to go down at night. From
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“ N g am at” the spirit went up beyond the sky— some thought on the 
rays of the setting sun.
The living spirit they called “  M iirup,” and believed th a t it could 
leave the body during sleep, escaping with a snore, and visit distant 
places, returning when the sleeper awoke.
The blacks were very much afraid of magic and sorcery, fancying 
ih a t all storms and misfortunes were caused by their agency.
In  each tribe were old men, cleverer or more cunning than  their 
fellows, who claimed the power of visiting a t will the world beyond 
the sky, where the spirits taugh t them songs and charms.
These wizards, or blackfellow doctors, were treated with the 
greatest respect, and their opinion was asked in all m atters concerning 
the welfare of the tribe. Misfortunes were supposed to be sent by 
a more powerful wizard of a neighbouring tribe.
The great being, “ B ungil,” was once a m ighty man on earth, who 
taught the blacks all the arts they knew both of peace and war. A t 
last, according to the legend, he said he was going away above the sky, 
and commanded the musk crow, which kept the wind in bags, to open 
some of them. The bird obeyed, and, immediately, a furious gale 
swept over the land, tearing up the trees by the roots. “ Bungil ” 
said, “  That is not enough, let out more w in d ! ” The musk crow did so, 
and “ B ungil” flew up into the air, beyond the clouds, where he was 
believed to have his abode2 for ever, watching over the actions of the 
blacks.
A S H IE L D .
Of shields there are two kinds—one for warding off blows of the waddy in a hand-to-hand fight, and 
the other for protection against spears in a general fight. The pictures show the shape of the former. 
These shields are about a yard long, six inches in breadth, and four in depth. They have a hole to let 
th j  hand pass through. For m ating  them  the natives prefer the hard wood of the ironbark tree.
— A . W . H o w it t .
1. Its old haunts, where it used i to live I 2. To have his a-bodef to dwell.
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GLEANINGS.
You will remember reading in the May number of The School 
Paper about a terrible explosion that took place in a coal mine 
situated in New Zealand. The poor widows and orphans of the miners 
who were killed there are, no doubt, very grateful for the real sympathy 
shown them in their trouble by many people in Australasia. The 
large sum of about twenty-five thousand pounds has been collected to 
provide for their wants, and help them till they can get for themselves 
the means of living.
#  #  *  *  *
Just as these “ Gleanings ” are being written, news has come from 
England that our cricketers, after winning many matches, have at last 
been beaten. Let us hope that, if they meet the same players again, 
we shall have a different tale to tell.
#  #  *  #  *
After being open for some weeks, the Collingwood Juvenile
Exhibition closed on Saturday, 13th June. I t  has been a great success
in every respect. By means of the Exhibition no less a sum than
£350 will be added to the “ Mayor’s W inter Relief Fund.”
*  *  “ *  #  *
On the 20th of June our beloved Queen completed the fifty-ninth 
year of her prosperous reign. George the Third reigned about fifty- 
nine and a quarter years.
NOTICES.
. L is t of the  E ducation  D epartm en t’s Books used in th e  Schools which are on sale 
a t  th e  Governm ent P rin tin g  Office and by all B ooksellers:—
C o p y  B o o k s —A .— Text H a n d .—1. Simple L etters and Easy Combinations, 3d. 
2. L etters and Short W ords, 3d. B . — Text H a n d .— 1. C apitals—Short W ords, 3d.
2. Short Sentences, 3d. 3. (In troducto ry )—V ictorian  Geography, 3d. C.— Sm all
H a n d .—  1. (In troducto ry )—Useful Knowledge, 3d. 2. A ustra lian  H istorical E vents, 3d.
3. L etters and In tro d u cto ry  Commercial Form s, 3d. D .— Running H a n d .— 1. M oral 
P recepts, 3d. 2. Poetical E x tracts, Id . 3. Commercial Form s, 5d.
F i r s t  P r i m e r , 2d. S e c o n d  P r i m e r , 3d. I n t r o d u c t o r y  R e a d e r , Id . M a n u a l  
o f  H e a l t h  a n d  T e m p e r a n c e , 2s. S c h o o l  P a p e r  f o r  C l a s s  I I I . ,  Jd.
P u p i l  T e a c h e r s ’ E x a m i n a t i o n  f o r  C l a s s  I .  : E n g l i s h  C l a s s ic  f o r  t h e
Y e a r s  1896 a n d  1897.— The following announcem ent is m ade by order of the  Secretary  
of E ducation  :—In  C ircular 96/3, after th e  words “ ‘ The Deserted V illage,’ G oldsm ith,” 
read : Lines 1 to  112 inclusive are to  be com m itted to  memory.
The E d ito r desires to  acknowledge w ith  thanks th e  receip t of The House o f  Misrule. 
by Miss E the l T urner (M essrs. W ard , Lock, and Bowden) ; also Articles, original and! 
selected, from J . J .  B urston, A. E. Adams, J .  Rogers, 0 . F. D errick, L. A. R ossiter, 
H . F. R ix, A. Fussell, Chas. Overman, A. R oth, J .  0. Dyall, H. Pearson, M. W . 
Edison, C. Cruickshank, J .  W . Surm an, G. M. Byrne, 0 . H. W hitley, and Suwanie.
As the  T hird  Class in all schools due for exam ination on and a fte r 1st Ju ly , 1896, 
w ill be exam ined in poetry , reading, spelling, dictation, and composition from “ T he 
School Papers,” i t  is absolutely essential th a t the  pupils should be provided w ith  each 
num ber issued since February  last. A pplication for back num bers, w ith  the  exception 
of th a t  for February , which is out of p rin t, may be made to  the  Governm ent P rin te r in 
cases where they  cannot be obtained in the ordinary  way from booksellers.
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K ey C boldly.
THE BAY OF BISCAY.
A  ir by J . Davy.
f
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dark, Our poor cle vot - ed barque Till next
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I shrouds, Each breath— less sea - man crowds, As she J
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day there she lay, In  the Bay of Biscay, 0  !
m | f  : m f  : m . r | m :  s f  : 1 | s  : f m  :— | :I lay till next day, In  the Bay of Biscay, 0  !
A t length the wished-for morrow 
Breaks thro ' the hazy sky ; 
Absorbed in silent sorrow,
Each heaves a b itter sigh.
The dismal wreck to view, 
Strikes horror to the crew,
As she lay on th a t day,
In  the Bay of Biscay, 0  !
Her yielding timbers sever,
Her pitchy seams are r e n t; 
W hen heav’n all bounteous ever, 
Its  boundless mercy sent.
A sail in sight appears,
We hail her with three cheers, 
Now we sail w ith the gale 
From the Bay of Biscay, 0  !
CHIPS.
Monkeys are caught on the banks of the Orinoco River, in South 
America, by leaving pitchers full of maize in their way. The monkey 
puts his paw in, and cannot pull it out again when closed, and the 
brute stands screaming instead of letting go his booty.
A fond mother pasted on her preserves—“ Put up by Mrs. Douglas.” 
Her son Johnnie, after eating the said preserves, stated the fact by the 
addition of the words—•“ P u t down by Johnnie Douglas.”
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THE BAY OF BISCAY.
C h a r l e s  D i b d i n . A ir  b y  J .  D a v y .
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At length the wished-for morrow 
Breaks through the hazy sky ; 
Absorbed in silent sorrow,
Each heaves a b itter sigh.
The dismal wreck to view,
Strikes horror to the crew,
As she lay on tha t day,
In the Bay of Biscay, O !
Her yielding timbers sever,
Her pitchy seams are r e n t ; 
When heav’n all bounteous ever, 
Its boundless mercy sent.
A sail in sight appears,
We hail her with three cheers, 
Now we sail with the gale 
From the Bay of Biscay, 0  1
B y  A uthority : R o b t . S. B r a i n , Government Printer, Melbourne.
©fee Sdwnl la p r .
F O R  C L A S S  I I I .
V o l .  1, N o . 7.] MELBOURNE. [A u g u st, 1896.
AN AUSTRALIAN ANTHEM.
Broth-er-hood, brotherly union.
Be-fend' guard.
Lib-er-ty, freedom.
I.
M aker of earth  and sea,
W h at shall we render Thee ?
All things are T h in e : 
Ours bu t from day to  day 
S till w ith  one heart to  pray,
“ God bless our land alw ay,”
This land of Thine.
II.
M ighty in brotherhood,
M ighty for God and good,
L et us be Thine.
H ere let the nations see 
Toil from the  curse set free, 
Labour and L iberty ,
One cause—and Thine.
Ren-der, give up to.
Time-ly, coming in due or proper time. 
U-nit-ed, jo ined ; acting together.
III.
H ere let glad P len ty  reign ;
H ere let none seek in vain
Our help and Thine— 
No heart for w ant of friend 
Fail ere the tim ely end,
But love for ever blend
M an’s cause and Thine.
IV.
H ere let T hy peace abide ;
Never m ay strife divide
This land of Thine. 
L et us united  stand,
One great A ustralian band,
H eart to  heart, hand in hand,
H eart and hand Thine.
V.
Strong to  defend our righ t,
Proud in  all nations’ sight,
Lowly in Thine —
One in all noble fame,
Still be our p a th  the  same,
Onward in Freedom ’s name,
U pw ard in Thine.
— J .  B r u n t  o n  S t e p h e n s .
These words may be sung to the music composed for them  by Dr. J. Summers, or to the air of “ God 
Save the Queen.”
Mr. Stephens, who resides in Queensland, is one of Australia’s most eminent writers in verse. Some 
of his poetry has been published under the title “ Convict Once and Other .
TEASING THE COLT.
Passing a farm a short time ago I  saw two boys having what they 
termed “ some fun ” with a young colt. They were teasing it in every 
possible manner they could think o f ; and, though it could not have 
been over four or five weeks old, it had already become as ill-tempered 
as a bad mule, and kicked and struck with its fore feet quite as 
•savagely.
coZf wag Zgarwrny fgggomg # rgwwWar aW  go##
jpgrgm mZZ Aa%a Zo ga^ar /n m  yWz'gA a<#g o/^ogg 6ayg.
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BILLY,
Billy was a hawker’s horse. Every day he drew a large waggon 
along the country roads. This was loaded with tins and brooms, and 
made a heavy load to draw. He used to stop at all the houses, so 
that his master might sell the brooms and tins. One day, after he 
had travelled a long way, Billy came to a halt. There was no house 
in sight. He was tired and hungry.
“ Get up ! ” said his master.
“ No !” said Billy.
This is the way Billy said “ No.” He set his fore feet firmly, laid 
back his ears, and shook his head.
His master got out of the waggon and patted him.
Billy didn’t stir.
He talked to him in a pleasant tone. Still the old horse did not 
move.
What was to be done ?
The hawker wanted to sell his brooms and tins, and go home. But 
he could not do it if his horse refused to move. He went to the back 
of the waggon. A gentleman who was passing thought he was going 
to get his whip. The hawker knew better. He took from the waggon 
a bucket, in which was some chaff; and, showing it to Billy, walked on 
and set it down where the horse could see it.
The latter, lifting his ears and looking very good-natured, walked 
up to the bucket.
His master let him eat the chaff. Then he put the bucket back 
into its place; and Billy trotted off briskly with his load.
This feed was better for the horse and, we may also say, for his 
master than the whip.
These anecdotes have been adapted from leaflets issued by T h e  V ic t o r ia n  S o c ie t y  f o r  t h b  
P r o t e c t io n  o f  A n im a l s .
As a magpie can say only what it has been taught, its words some­
times become amusing when it is away from the place where these 
words are suitable. A queer instance of this kind occurred in the case 
of a magpie belonging to a travelling showman.
The bird was accustomed to imitate the words and voice of the 
showman when he was addressing the crowd about his tent, and used to 
create much amusement by so doing.
“ ONE AT A TIME, GENTLEMEN.”
Ac-cus-tomed, used. 
Ad-dress-ing^speaking to, 
Com-pelled, .forced. 
Cre-a-ted,"caused. 
Instance, case.
Oc-curred' happened.
Pur-suit; chase.
Screech-ing, crying out in harsh, shrill tones, 
Suit-a-ble, fitting.
Tra-vell-ing, going from place to place.
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In the course of the man’s travels, he came to an up-country town­
ship ; and here, one day, the magpie got out of its cage. The showman, 
with some men and boys of the place, went in pursuit.
B LA C K -B A C K ED  M A G PIES.
{B y perm ission  o f the proprietors o f  the A u s t r a l a s ia n .)
After a good deal of search they heard a great noise about an old 
dead tree some distance away. Going towards it they found the magpie 
up in the tree, stripped of most of its feathers.
The poor bird was surrounded by a number of noisy crows that 
were pecking and clawing it without mercy. In the midst of them the 
magpie was screeching out—“ One at a time, gentlemen ! Don’t crush 
so, please ! Take your tim e ! There’s plenty of room ! Take your 
time ! ”
The poor bird’s friends were compelled to stop and laugh before 
they could deliver it from the crows.
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THE SNOW-FAIRIES
As-ton-ish-ment, wonder. 
Cu-ri-OUS, strange. 
De-light-ed, pleased. 
Dis-mal, dreary.
Grieved, sorrowed.
Par-tic-U-lar, separate; belonging to them alone. 
Re-solvef fixed purpose.
Sat-is-fied, contented.
Sore-ly, painfully ; very much.
Swirled, went round and round quickly.
The snow-fairies stood at the gate of their own particular cloud, 
and looked down at the bare earth.
" Oh, dear ! ” said one, “ how very sad and dismal it looks ! 
I  thought the earth was a pretty, bright, green place. I ’m sure that 
last lark that came up here made fuss enough about all the nice things 
which he said grew down there. Why, the whole place looks as brown 
as himself.”
“ Ah ! ” said an older fairy, “ he was speaking of the summer­
time. But this is what the earth-folk call autumn—when all the trees 
shake off their pretty green and golden leaves,1 and all the flowers 
shrivel up and die. Oh, the lark knows, and he told me all about
And the little fairy nodded her tiny head and looked very wise 
indeed.
“ W e ll!” cried the first fairy, “ I  wouldn’t like to have nothing 
but brown sticks, like those down there, to look at for ever so long. 
I ’m glad I don’t  live in that ugly place.”
And she floated away through her own fair feathery halls.
“ Did the lark tell you anything else?” a lot of other fairies 
asked.
* £< Oh, yes ! He told me a very curious thing indeed. He didn’t 
see it himself, but he heard it from his friend, the brown sparrow. 
He said that when the earth was brown and bare, as it is just now, 
thousands of snow-fairies went down and dressed it all in white. I 
suppose it was from that cloud over there that they went. But the 
lark asked me if we were going this time.”
At these words all the fairies gave a whirl of astonishment, and 
then stood quite still. A t last one said—
“ I would like to go. I think it would be so beautiful to go floating 
down and down and down! ”
“ And the strange things one would see ! ” said another.
“Yes. The lark said that when the children down there saw the 
snow-fairies coming, they laughed and danced and clapped their 
hands.”
“ We will go; we will g o ! ” quite the half of the fairies cried. 
But the other half said that it was too far, and too dark, and too 
dismal altogether.
“ But we will make it brighter, and make the children happy,” 
said those who wished to go. But the others shook their heads, and 
fluttered back from the edge of the cloud.
it.”
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"  Come on, then,” said the one who had told the la rk ’s story, and 
she floated gently into the air. A crowd followed h e r ; and they 
swirled and swayed hither and th ither. And some got afraid and went 
b a c k ; but the rest followed the leader, and danced gently down until 
they came to the topm ost story of a high house, and there, a t the 
window, they saw four little eager faces pressed.
“  There are the children ! ” said the snow-fairies one to another. 
“ I  wonder if  they will dance and laugh. ”
A W IN T E R  L A N D S C A P E  (BEYOND T H E  BLACK S P U R ,  NEAR HEA LESVILLE).  
(By perm ission  o f the proprietors o f the A u s t r a l a s i a n . )
And sure enough, when the children saw the snow, they clapped 
their hands and shouted—“ Mother, mother, the snow has come, the 
snow has come ! ”
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And the little fairies were so delighted when they saw the children 
dance and laugh, that they called to those above—" The children see 
us and are glad. Come down, come down ! ”
And the fairy call reached the cloud ; and those who had been 
afraid and had gone back came out again, and the air was filled with 
thousands of floating, dancing shapes. And at every house they passed, 
the children rushed to the windows and shouted— “ T h e  s h o w  ! t h e  
s n o w  ! ”
And even the elderly folk smiled, though some shivered a little. 
And the fairies said—“ I t  is good that we came; see how pleased they 
a re ; how we will make things bright for them ! ”
And they covered every bare twig and the roofs of the houses, and 
all the streets and lanes and fields. And when the last fairy fell, the 
earth was like a snow palace—all soft and fair and white.
Up above in the cloud the fairies who were left began to long for 
he return of their sisters. But day after day passed, and they came 
not. And the little fairies grieved sorely ; and they wept so much 
tha t the tears fell through the cloud and down to the earth. And 
the children looked up to the sky and said—“ It is rain ing; what a 
pity ! it is not half so nice as the snow.” ■
The next day the fairies still wept. But about noon the sun looked 
round the edge of the cloud to ask what was the matter. The fairies 
slopped their tears, and asked him to give them news of their sisters ; 
for they knew that he could send his beamg all round to find out 
whatever he wanted to know.
“ Oh, yes,” said the sun, “ I know all about your sisters; but their 
work is done, and they will not come back any more.”
“ Not come back any more ! ” cried all the fairies. “ Why ? Where 
are they ? and what are they doing ? ” And they began to weep once 
more.
“ Do not cry,” said the su n ; “ you should rather rejoice, for they 
gave their lives for the good of others, and surely that is better than to 
live long, only for one’s own pleasure.”
“ But what did they do ? ” asked the fairies.
“ Well,” said the sun, “ first of all the mere sight of them dancing 
down gave a vast deal of pleasure to the children.”
“ Gave pleasure to the children ! ” cried the fairies, and turned up 
their little noses, and fluttered up and down in a pet. “ W hat is that, 
that our sisters should give their lives for it ? ”
“ W hat is that ? ” said the sun hastily, for he was a little vexed 
that such mites of creatures should answer him in this w ay; “ it is 
very much more than you can imagine. And I will just tell you what 
it meant that day. For, after the last of your sisters had gone, I  
peeped into some of the houses, just to see how the folks liked the snow- 
fairies. The first window I looked in at was that of a nursery. There 
were four children quite close to the window, and I heard them talking 
to each other.
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“ 61 do love the snow-fairies/ said the eldest; £ they are so soft 
and feathery and white.’
“  ‘ They make me want to be good/ said another.
" £I could watch them coming down for ever/ said a third. 6 Don’t 
yon love the snow, too, mother ? ’ she cried.
“ I  peeped further in, and saw a lady standing by a table folding 
up the last of a pile of little garments. She smiled when the child 
spoke to her, and said—6 Yes, I liked the snow to-day. See how the 
little fairies helped me with my work.’ And she pointed to the pile of 
clothes.
" £ W hat do you mean mother ? ’ cried the children ; 6 how did they 
help you ? ’
“ 6 Why, you all stood watching them for about an hour, and even 
baby forgot to want something, so I  got my work done/ said the 
mother smiling.
" Then I went down to the next window,” said the sun, 66 and 
peeped in there. The children’s father was busy writing, writing. 
But, after I  had watched him for a minute or two, he laid down his 
pen with a satisfied look.
" 6 A little quietness helps one greatly/ he said ; then he looked at 
his watch. 6 H ulloa! ’ he exclaimed; £ the house has been quiet for 
more than an hour. W hat can the children be about ? Are they 
asleep or out ? ’ Then he looked out of the window and saw the soft 
white covering your sisters made, and said to himself—6 O h ! snow; 
that explains why the children have been so quiet.’
££ The next day was Sunday, and I  peeped into the little village 
church that you can see from here. And there were a lot of people 
th ere ; they were all looking earnestly at one man, who was placed 
up high, and who was speaking to them. I sent my beams all about 
him, and lighted up his face, and I  saw that it was the same man 
who had been so busy writing the day before. And, I thought, he 
is telling them what he was writing, for his face had the same eager 
look it had worn while I  watched him at the window. I looked again 
at the faces of the people, and I saw the tears start to the eyes of 
some, and into others there came a look of brave resolve; and I  knew 
that the preacher was speaking to them strong, helpful words. £ Ah ! ’ 
I  said to myself, £ it was not for nothing that the snow-fairies kept 
the children quiet yesterday.’
Here the sun stopped, out of breath. But the fairies all cried ou 
together—££ Tell us m ore; tell us more ! W hat else did our sisters 
d o ? "
“ W ell,” said the sun, “ they went down to the earth and pressed 
themselves close into it, down, down, until they came to the little 
seeds and bulbs in which are hidden the beautiful flowers the children 
love so much. And they covered them all up soft and warm; and 
there died. But I  have only to rise and send my beams down to 
warm the earth and kiss the seeds and roots; and from the graves of
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your sisters will spring the pure little snowdrops, the bright 
crocuses,2 and the dainty daffodils,3 that make the earth so bright 
and fair. That is the work your sisters have done, and that is what 
the earth-folk call unselfishness— to give one’s best to do good to 
others.”
“ Let us go too ! ” cried the fairies, “ and do as our sisters have 
done.”
“ No,” said the sun, " you are too late. The time for the snow 
is a t an end. And now I  must go and warm the earth, and set the
birds singing, and kiss the little tree-buds till they unfold their soft
green leaves; and I  must dry up all the fields and lanes, so that the
children may come out to play and dance in my beams.”
And the sun rose high above the cloud, and left the snow-fairies 
alone. And they wept aga in ; but the sun’s rays were so strong and 
warm that the tear-drops were all dried up before they could reach 
the ground.
1. All the trees shake off their leaves,
the scene is laid in a country where the 
trees are not evergreen as the native trees in 
Victoria are.
— Y o u t h .
2. Cro^CUS, in England, one of the earliest of
spring-blooming flowers.
3. D af-fO -dil, a flower, for the  most part of a
yellow colour.
FIRE.
CharH-Ot, a two-wheeled car for war. 
Con^quer-or, one who has gained a victory. 
Dire, dreadful.
Hearth, (harth , “ a ” as in “ a rm ”), the floor of a 
fireplace.
Plough-share, tha t part of a plough which cuts 
the  slice of earth  or sod a t the bottom of the  
furrow.
Tem-pers, brings to a proper state of hardness. 
Won-drous, wonderful.
Wreath, something curled or tw isted; here a 
curling flame.
I  sing, I  sing of a wondrous th ing
And though some of its  deeds be dire,
The forge and th e  flame rank  high in fame—
Then a song for th e  raging fire !
I t  tem pers th e  sword th a t  th e  hero wears,
A nd it booms from the  m ighty  gun ;
B ut i t  helps to  fashion the  strong ploughshares,
A nd has m any a good deed done.
Then sing, come sing of th is  wondrous th ing  ;
For though some of its  deeds be dire,
The forge and th e  flame ran k  high in fame—
Then a song for th e  raging fire
The iron roads w ith  th e ir g ian t loads 
Are proofs of its  wondrous m ight,
As i t  hisses along in its  chario t strong,
L ike a conqueror arm ed w ith  right.
Though fearful its  frown when i t  rushes down 
In  w reaths from th e  m ountain path ,
A blessing i t  brings when it  cracks and sings 
A t eve on the  w in try  hearth .
Then sing, come sing of th is wondrous th ing  ;
For, though some of its deeds be dire,
A blessing i t  sends, when a t  home w ith  friends 
W e sit round the  cheerful fire.
—J .  E. C a r p e n t e r .
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A SPIDER STORY.
WEB OF THE GEOM ETRIC, AND HOME OF THE TRA P-DO O R SPID ER .
House-hold-er, one who owns or rents a house. 
Oto-jec-tions, faults found with anything. 
Pro-cure  ^get.
Sol-i-ta-ry, separate from others.
Tri-umph, joy at success.
In  a warm, bright country there lived a long, long time ago a 
family of spiders. Nice, cheerful little fellows they were ; very much 
like other young spiders in those days—all except one. He was a 
quiet, thoughtful spider, who often, when the others were playing in 
the sunlight, would sit motionless under a leaf, evidently thinking 
hard. His parents would, sometimes, ask him why he looked so grave, 
and try  to coax him to join the others in their games ; hut he gently 
refused, and, when pressed to explain his solitary habits, he would 
only answer— “  There must be some way, and I am trying to find i t  
out.”
Now, the question that puzzled the young spider1 so greatly was 
th is : Was there no chance of discovering a way in which spiders 
might live in less danger than in the delicate web which for ages had 
been their dwelling place ? Had he not seen many a spider eaten up 
by some hungry bird ? How often had the beautiful web, which had 
taken so long to spin, been injured or destroyed by the careless touch 
of a passer-by, or heavy rain, or strong wind ? At last he thought he
Ar-range-ment, contrivance.
D e-SCrip-tion, account in words. 
Dis-con-tent-ed, uneasy.
Ev^i-dent-ly, clearly.
Grieved, sorry.
Haunts (hants, “ a ” as in “ arm”), places in
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would go to some very old spiders who lived in  the neighbourhood : 
probably they could give him  an answer, and explain to him  why no 
change for the better had taken  place in the condition of his people.
The first said to him — " You are a discontented youth, w ith wild 
ideas. Is not th a t  good enough for you which has been good enough 
for your grandparents, and for many others before them  ?” And the 
rest gave sim ilar answers.
Two days later he was m issing, and, in spite of searches through 
his favorite haunts, he was not to be found. The family mourned, and 
feared some harm  had overtaken him  ; but, behold, after a week had 
passed, he came back with a b righ t smile and happy look.
"  I  though t it was time I  began life on my own account,” he said.
“  Tut, t u t ! ” answered his parents ; " you are too young ; besides, 
you should have told us, and saved us so much uneasiness.”
" I  am very grieved to have made you uneasy,” he said, “ but I  
feared you would hinder my plan if I  spoke of it beforehand.”
" W ell, well,” answered his parents, too glad a t his safety to be 
very angry, " I  dare say it  was only w ant of thought. B ut now let us 
come and see where you have fixed your web.”
There was a curious look of trium ph in the young spider’s b righ t 
eyes as he led the way towards a sunny bank. A t length he stopped.
“ H ere,” he said, u  is my house.”
“ W here, where ?” they all asked, staring about in vain for any 
sign of a web.
<l W ill you come in ?” he asked. “ H ere is the door ” ; and with 
one of his fore legs he pointed to w hat looked like a sm all round piece 
of earth .
They all stood in silent wonder as he lifted the door on its little  
hinges, and showed w ithin a chamber, w ith smooth earthen walls, 
a ll lined w ith silken web, where he could sleep and eat in w arm th and 
comfort.
 “ And how will you procure your food ? ” a t last one m anaged to
ask.
“ In  th is way,” answered the young householder, ready to reply to 
all objections ; and, lying down fiat on the floor of his chamber, he 
kept the little  door up w ith his two fore feet. Presently  a fly, walking 
on the sunny surface of the bank, entered the hole. Instan tly  down 
fell the little  trap-door ; the fly was caught,2 and very soon there was 
noth ing  left of her but her p re tty  wings.
The young members of the family all greatly  adm ired their b ro ther’s 
skill ; but the parent spiders felt sad th a t one of their children should 
so entirely depart from the ways of their forefathers. However, they 
were sensible spiders, and said to each other— u He will never settle 
down again a t home, having once tasted  freedom, and it is really a 
very clever arrangem ent ; let him  try  it for a w hile.”
* B ut he never came back to the old ways. After a time, he m arried a 
very lovely and powerful spider, and they had m any children, and
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founded a large colony of spiders. These all follow the ways of their 
forefather ; they burrow for themselves a room, line it with silk, 
and make for the entrance a little trap-door with a hinge, which shuts 
out their enemies and shuts in their prey.
This description of the house is quite true, as you may easily find 
out for yourselves if you look for the nest of a trap-door spider.
1. Puz-zled the young spi-der, he could not understand it.
2. Though a fly may, now and then, be caught in this way, still the trap-door spider gets most of its
food at night, when it leaves ite nest and hunts for the small insects that it lives upon. The 
little shaft or tunnel it makes for its home, is more of the nature of a fortress than a trap to 
catch its prey. In it, also, the female lays her eggs.
THE GIRLHOOD OF QUEEN VICTORIA—continued.
Ap-point-ed, given the position.
Bus-tle, great stir.
Coun-ten-ance, face.
Ex-pect-ed, looked for.
Fre-quent-ly, often.
Fu-ture, that is to be.
In-sist-ed, said it must be.
Niece, he daughter of one’s brother or sister.
Part-ner, sharer.
Por-ter, one who has charge of a door or gate. 
Pro-ces-sion, a number of persons advancing 
in order.
Be-gardf affection.
S'JC-ces-Sion, the right of becoming king or 
queen.
To-ken, sign.
Vis-it-or, one who comes or goes to see another.
The Princess had, of course, to study like other children, and, when 
she was about thirteen years old, Dr. Davys was appointed her teacher.
There could not have been many idle moments in the Princess’s 
day at this time. She had to learn drawing, painting, singing, French, 
German, and Italian, besides other subjects, such as arithmetic and 
geography. But all these studies were not allowed to crowd out1 the 
study of God’s Word. At her mother’s wish, Dr. Davys read the 
Bible with his pupil every day.
When she was about seventeen, her two cousins, Prince Ernest and 
Prince Albert, of Saxe-Coburg-Gotha,2 came with their father to pay 
a visit to the Duchess of Kent at Kensington Palace.
The young people saw much of each other, and went about to see 
the sights of London together. Even at this time, the attention of the 
Princess appears to have been drawn towards her younger cousin, 
Albert. It seems she then made up her mind as to who should be 
her future partner in life3 if ever she married.
After a stay of several weeks, Prince Albert returned to his home 
in Germany, but he and the Princess frequently heard of each other 
through friends. They, also, sent messages and little tokens4 of 
regard to each other.
From the time of this visit, Princess Driua went more into 
society.5 Towards the end of his reign, William IV. insisted upon 
her going to Court, sometimes even against the wish of her mother. 
He did not like the Duchess of Kent, but he was charmed with his 
niece, who was, now, next in the line of succession.6 He would have 
had her at Court constantly, if he could.
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The King’s death took place during the night of the 19th of June 
1837. Though this had been almost hourly expected for some days 
before it really took place, the little household at Kensington Palace 
went on as usual, till it was aroused by a loud knocking at the outer 
gate in the early morn of the 20th, when the porter hastily called 
some of the servants, and told them that the Archbishop7 of Canter­
bury 8 and a nobleman had come to see the Princess.
“ But she is asleep, and it is only five o’clock in the morning,” said 
one of the surprised servants.
“ No matter what the time is, we must see the Princess at once,” 
said the Archbishop ; and so the servant went to call her.
The lady did not keep them waiting as long as the servants had 
done. In  a white dressing-gown, with a shawl drawn round her 
shoulders, her long fair hair falling down her back, she hastened to 
see her visitors. On being told that she was now Queen of England, 
she stood silent for a minute, and, then, with much feeling said to the 
Archbishop, " I ask your prayers on my behalf.” 9
To be suddenly raised to such a high position was enough to turn 
older and wiser heads than hers, but the Queen had learnt not to be 
carried away by pride.
Though she could not help being moved by the change in her state, 
she was anxious10 to let her friends learn that she was not likely to 
forget them through it. The day after her becoming Queen, in the 
midst of all the bustle, she thought of Hillman’s daughter, the poor 
suffering girl at Kensington, She sent a psalm book, with passages 
marked in it, and a marker that she herself had worked, as well as a 
kindly message that the Queen would not forget her. I t  was a loving, 
thoughtful act, and carried much comfort to the poor lonely heart.
Up to this time it was not known that we were to have a Queen 
Victoria. All the State papers11 had been prepared in the name she 
had, hitherto, been known by—Alexandrina. When, however, she was 
called upon to sign her name for the first time as Queen, she wrote 
“ Victoria.”
I t  was not till the 28th of June, 1838, that the grand and solemn 
ceremony of crowning the Queen took place.
Men’s minds now began to turn towards the subject of her 
marriage ; but she herself seemed to be in no hurry about this. For 
two years after her becoming Queen, nothing was heard of the matter. 
But, in 1839, Prince Ernest and Prince Albert came over to pay 
a second visit, and, after they had been in England a short time, the 
nation was rejoiced to hear that the latter was engaged to the 
Queen.
The marriage took place on the 9th of February in the following 
year. The morning of the wedding day was wet, cold, and foggy ; but, 
in spite of the bad weather, people were out in crowds to see the 
wedding procession. We hear from one of the ladies present that the 
Queen’s look and manner were very pleasing. Her eyes were swollen
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with tears, but great happiness was shown in her countenance. Her 
look of trust and comfort at the Prince as they walked away man and 
wife was very pleasing to see.
W ith her marriage our account of the Queen’s girlhood comes to 
an end. When you are older you will be able to read about her happy 
married life in a book written by the Queen herself. You will also 
learn of its sad ending by the untimely death of Prince Albert in
7. Arch-bish-op of Can-ter-bury, the chief 
bishop of the Church of England.
8. Can-ter-bury, the chief town in Kent, in 
the south-east of England.
9. I ask your pray-ers on my be-halff I ask 
you to pray to God to help me in my new 
position
10. Was anx-ious, greatly wished.
11. state pa-pers, papers relating to the  
Government.
1. Crowd out, cause to be set aside.
2. Saxe-Coburg-Gotha, a small state, now
forming part of ihe German Empire.
3. Part-ner in life, husband.
4. Lit-tie to-kens, small presents.
5. Went more into so-ci-e-ty, mixed more
with people of rank.
6. Was next in the line of suc-ces-sion,
would reign on the death of William IV. 
“ William IV.” to  be read “ William the 
Fourth.”
THE SAILOR’S WIFE.
Ac-cus-tomed, usual.
En-dearf make loved. 
Mis-for-tune, bad luck.
I.
I ’ve a le tte r  from th y  sire,
Baby mine, Baby mine !
I  can read and never tire ,
Baby mine ! 
H e is sailing o’er the sea—
H e is coming back to thee,
H e is coming home to me,
Baby mine !
i i .
H e’s been parted  from us long,
Baby mine, Baby mine ! 
B ut if hearts be true  and strong, 
Baby mine ! 
They shall brave M isfortune’s blast, 
And be overpaid a t last,
For all pain and sorrow pass’d,
Baby mine !
O-ver-paid' more than rewarded, 
Re-joice; be glad.
Sire, father.
III.
Oh, I  long to  see his face,
Baby mine, Baby mine! 
In  his old accustom’d place,
Baby mine ! 
Like the rose of M ay in bloom, 
Like a star amid the gloom,
Like the sunshine in the room,
Baby mine !
IV .
Thou w ilt see him  and rejoice,
Baby mine, Baby mine ! 
Thou w ilt know him by his voice, 
Baby mine ! 
By his love-looks th a t endear,
By his laughter ringing clear,
By his eyes th a t know not fear,
Baby mine !
I ’m so glad—I  cannot sleep,
Baby mine, Baby mine ! 
I ’m so happy—I  could weep,
Baby mine ! 
H e is sailing o’er the  sea,
He is coming home to me,
He is coming back to  thee,
Baby mine ! -C. M a c k a y .
For the nex t examination in Drawing  for Second Class P upil Teachers the work will 
be restricted to Practical Geometry as prescribed for Classes IV ., V., and V I., in 
Regulation I . ,  and pages 126 to 129 inclusive of M r. J . H . M orris’ Practical Plane and  
Solid Geometry, section 1, or pages 126 to  129 of M r. J . H . M orris’ Geometrical 
Drawing for A r t Students.
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GLEANINGS.
P O IN T  LO N SD A L E .
Through the kindness of Messrs. Huddart, Parker and Co., steam­
ship owners, we are able to give a photograph of Point Lonsdale. I t  
was taken from the end of a pier that runs out from the Bay side of 
the Point.
A ship entering Port Phillip passes through the Rip between the 
Heads—Point Lonsdale being to the west, Point Nepean to the east. 
The deep water between these points is about a mile wide.
The house to the left in the picture is for the "look-out ” man, who 
keeps watch for approaching vessels. At the foot of the hill is a cave, 
named after Buckley, the wild white man, who is supposed to have 
lived in it for some time. You will also see in the picture a flag-staff, 
placed there so that signals can be made by means of flags to ships at 
a distance. The light-house is not far from the flag-staff.
People who wish to visit Point Lonsdale can easily do so. 
Steamers run to Queenscliff, and from there it is only four miles dis­
tant, and in holiday season coaches and cabs make trips to it several 
times a day.
* * * * *
I t  is pleasant to read in our newspapers, day after day, that, though 
our cricketers have not won every match they have played, they are 
giving a good account of themselves both in batting and bowling. 
News was received by cable to-day (15th July) that the Australians— 
eleven men — have made no less than 584 runs in one innings. 
Darling, of South Australia, and Gregory, of New South Wales, have 
each scored over a thousand runs since they landed in England a few 
weeks ago.
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HARK! THE BONNIE CHRISTCHURCH BELLS.
(CATCH FOR THREE VOICES.)
Key A.
C hristchurch bells, One, two, three, h i ;  They sound Bo
| m :m [ m : s
tink  - ling bell Goes welcome toll, Cries
| s .s :s .s| s .s :s .s j s :s .s I s :s, 1 1 ,  .1, 1 1, :d |  t, | — :1, .t,
Tingle, tingle, tingle, Goes the  sm all bell a t  nine to  call th e  players hom e; So a -
wondrous great, A nd they
Come, come, come, come, play, And
| d :t, | d :t, | d :r | t, :s, .s, | 1, :f( | sL .s, j  d I  — :
way we run  from  sport now done Ere we hear the  m igh -  ty Tom.
NOTICES.
The following notices are published by order of the Secretary of Education :—
(1) Head Teachers should note tha t all resu lt examinations for the current
year are on the same work as in 1895.
(2) Teachers should in all cases obtain the required supply of The School
P aper  not later than the 5th of the month of issue.
(3) Provisionally certificated First Class Pupil-teachers will be permitted to
attend the University examinations for Honours at the reduced fee of £5.
By A uthority : R o b t .  S. B r a i n ,  Government Printer, Melbourne.
(Tin1 J k h o o l
FOB CLASS III.
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SAINT MARTIN AND THE BEGGAR.
Clank-ing, making a sharp, ringing noise. 
Cleft, divided.
Fam-ished, starved.
Frown-ing, threatening.
Hal-lowed, holy.
Joc-und, merry.
Mail, armour.
In  the freezing cold and the  blinding snow 
Of a w in try  eve in the long ago,
Folding his cloak o’er clanking mail,
A  soldier is fighting the  angry gale 
Inch by inch to  the camp-fire’s light,
S ta r of his longing th is  w in try  night.
A ll in a moment his p a th  is b a r re d ;
H e draws his sword as he stands on guard. 
B ut who is th is w ith  a wan, w hite face, 
A nd piteous hands upheld for grace ? 
Tenderly bending, the  soldier bold 
Raises a beggar fa in t and cold.
Fam ished he seems, and almost spent,
The rags th a t cover him worn and rent. 
C rust nor coin can the  soldier find ;
Never his w allet w ith gold is lined ;
B ut his soul is sad a t  th e  sight of pain : 
The sufferer’s pleading is not in vain.
H is m antle of fur is broad and warm, 
Arm our of proof 1 against the storm.
H e snatches it  off w ithout a word ;
One downward p a ss2 of the  gleaming 
sword,
And cleft in tw ain  a t his feet i t  lies,
A nd the  storm -wind howls ’neath  the  
frowning skies.
1. Ar-mour Of proof, perfect protection.
2. Pass, stroke.
3. At m id-night prime, just a t 12 o’clock at
night.
Man-tle, a kind of cloak.
P it-e -O U S , causing pity or sympathy.
Suf-fer-er, one who is in pain.
Tryst {y as in “ t r y ”), meeting.
Twain, two.
W al-let, small bag.
Wond-rous, strange.
“  H alf for thee ”—and w ith  tender a r t
He gathers the  cloak round th e  beggar’s 
h ea rt—
“ And half for m e ” ; and w ith  jocund 
song
In  the  tee th  of the  tem pest he strides 
along,
Daring the worst of th e  sleet and snow,
T hat brave young spirit so long ago.
Lo ! as he slept a t m idnigh t’s prime 3
His ten t had the  glory of summer-time ;
Shining out of a wondrous light,
The Lord C hrist beamed on his dazzled 
sight.
“ I  was the  beggar,” the  Lord C hrist 
said,
As he stood by the  soldier’s lowly bed.
‘1 H alf of th y  garm ent thou gavest Me ;
W ith  the  blessing of Heaven I  dower 
thee .”4
And M artin  rose from the hallowed 
try st,
Soldier and servant and kn igh t of 
Christ.
— M a r g a r e t  E. S a x g s t e r .
4. With the bless-ing of Heaven I dow-er 
thee, I give thee Heaven’s blessing.
ROBINSON CRUSOE—PART I.
Ad-ven-tures, stirring events. 
Ed-u-ca-tion, schooling. 
Gai-ly, merrily.
Scram-ble, climb on hands and knees. 
Strand-ed, run aground.
Voy-age, journey or passage by water.
Robinson Crusoe was born in the year 1632, in the city of York, 
in England. His father was a good and sensible man, who gave his
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son a fair share of education, and wished him to learn a trade after 
he had left school. But Robinson, like many other boys, would be 
satisfied with nothing but going to sea.
When he was about nineteen years of age, being on a visit a t Hull, 
a sea-port town in the east of England, he was asked by a companion, 
who was the son of a captain, to go with him on a voyage to London, 
in a ship that was just on the point of sailing. Off the thoughtless 
youth went without even bidding his father and mother good-bye.
The day was bright, the sun shone, and the ship danced gaily over 
the waves; but soon a change came. A storm arose, and Robinson, 
feeling both very ill and frightened, wished he had not been so foolish 
as to leave his comfortable home for the hardships and peril of a 
sailor’s life.
Yet, after a time, he learnt to put up with these, and ventured on 
a long voyage to the west coast of Africa, where he hoped to make 
much money by trading.
C R U S O E  O N  H IS  RAFT.
When thousands of miles from England on one of his voyages, a 
great storm came on, which lasted for days, and blew the ship out of 
its course. Worse than this, it did not pass away till the vessel,, 
striking on a rock, had become a wreck.
Some of the sailors got into a boat, and tried to gain an island 
which was near. But all the crew of the ship were drowned except 
Robinson Crusoe, who was able with much difficulty, to scramble up 
the rocky shore.
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We may be sure that he felt very miserable—alone, wet, cold, and 
hungry. His first night on the land was spent among the branches 
of a tree, for fear of wild beasts.
When he woke the next morning, he found th a t the wind and sea 
had gone down. He was glad to see that the stranded ship was not 
far from the land, for he knew that he would now be able to get some 
of the stores and articles that were in it. He lost no time in 
swimming out to the vessel, and climbing on to its deck.
All the ship’s boats had been lost in the storm, but Crusoe made 
a raft of casks and large planks, by the aid of which he carried from 
the ship to the island many things that proved of great use to him.
He obtained in this way food, clothes, gunpowder, shot, pistols, 
and carpenter’s tools. He also found on board two cats and a dog, 
which were his only companions for many a long year afterwards.
While the calm weather lasted, he made to the ship as many 
voyages as he could on his raft, and brought away everything that he 
was able to carry.
About a fortnight after the wreck, another storm came on, and the 
ship was broken in pieces.
Crusoe, while he was so busy, had been satisfied with a tent made 
of sail-cloth in which to sleep. His first care, now, was to make a 
house as a shelter for himself and his goods. The safest kind of 
dwelling-place, he thought, would be a cave. So he dug a tunnel in 
the side of a rocky hill. Round about, in front of it, he erected a high 
fence of strong posts, cut from the trees that grew near at hand in 
plenty.
He put no door in this fence, but used to go backwards and for­
wards over it by means of a ladder. This he took into his cave every 
night, so that no wild beasts, if there were any in the island, could 
get near him.
The island was not very large, and Crusoe was not long in find­
ing out that he had it all to himself. For more than 28 years this 
lonely place was to be his home.
Some of the things he did, and the adventures he had with the 
savages who came to the island, you will read of in his own words.
Birds have hard mouths made of horn like our nails, and they have 
no teeth. But, as they eat many different kinds of food, their beaks 
are far from being alike in shape, and some are harder than others.
BEAKS OF BIRDS
Cush-ion, pad.
Dlf-fer-ent, unlike.
Es-cape' them, keep out of their sight. 
Fur-rowed, marked with grooves or hollows. 
In-flicg cause.
In-sect, a small animal, the body of which seems
La-goons? shallow lakes. 
Mor-sels, small pieces of food. 
O-bligedf forced.
Pro-vi d-ed, supplied. 
Sep-ar-ate, divide.
Sieve, strainer.
to be cut or partly divided.
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Those birds which tear their prey, like eagles, and hawks, have 
very strong hard hills with hooked tips. This kind of beak acts like 
a knife, helping the bird of prey1 to separate the flesh from the bones 
of a dead animal.
The parrot, also, which must crack nuts, and seeds, has a strong, 
hooked bill.
PARROT’S BEAK.
The bill of the magpie is shaped somewhat like a cone—thick 
and rounded at the base, and running up to a point at the tip. 
This bird can inflict a painful wound with it.
The duck’s bill is not unlike a couple of long, flat spoons. Inside 
the beak, round the edges, there is a row of strong points or ridges, 
similar to a set of small teeth. Her tongue is furrowed in a similar 
way.
DUCK’S BILL.
I f  you look at a duck feeding in a pond, you will see that she 
plunges her bill into the weeds and mud.
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As soon as she gets a mouthful, she begins to clatter her beak. 
The muddy water runs out between the ridges or rows of points, as 
she holds her beak nearly shut, and the worms, grubs, and snails 
are left behind for her to swallow. These points act as a sieve or 
strainer.
Little birds, such as the robin, that feed on worms and insects 
are called soft-billed birds. Their eyes are able to see very small 
things, and their pointed beaks can pick out morsels, such as the 
eggs of insects, which are so tiny that we should never notice them. 
The blights and grubs hidden in the cracks in the bark of trees 
cannot escape them.
The swallow does not need to peck on the ground for his food. 
He opens his mouth wide, and snaps at dies as he goes through the 
air.
His beak, though it is not fitted for breaking up his food, is 
useful to him in quite another way. When he is building his nest, 
the swallow uses his short, small bill as a mason uses his trowel. 
W ith its blunt, broad tip he is able to plaster the small lumps of 
mud which he brings in his mouth for building the walls of his 
nest.
Some birds are obliged to get a living by boring with their beaks 
into the soft ground on the shores of lagoons, or into the sand on 
the sea-beach. The snipe is one of these. Birds which find their
S N IP E ’S  BILL.
food in this way are provided with both long bills and long legs. 
W ith their slender beaks they hunt for buried worms, insects, and 
shell-fish, sticking their beaks into the moist earth as a pin is stuck 
into a pin-cushion.
Most birds have a pouch or bag beneath the root of their bills. 
In this they carry food to their young ones, making it soft at the 
same time.
1. Bird of prey, one th a t kills and eats other animals.
T H E  DOG.
In  life the firmest friend,
The first to  welcome, foremost to  defend,
W hose honest h eart is s till his m aster’s own,
W ho labours, fights, lives, breathes, for him  alone. — Byron.
\
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A VERY GOOD REASON.
En-core' (an(g)-kor'—a as in “ a rm ”), again. 
Ex-press-ion, look.
Lin-net, a small singing bird.
Night-in-gale, a bird th a t sings sweetly a t night. 
Rog-Uish, sly.
Stroll-ing, walking.
W hatever th e  boy m ight be about,
A t work or idle, in doors or out,
Summer and autum n, w in ter and spring,
W henever he had a chance to  sing,
H e’d raise the  tune th a t  he loved the  best,
A nd as if i t  were “  by special request,” 1 
W ould keep i t  up in  the  a ir so long 
T hat all were sick of the  old, old song.
I t  wasn’t  much of a tune, ’tis true,
And where he’d heard i t  nobody knew,
A nd you’d never have though t for a single m inute 
I t  came from  a n ightingale or a l in n e t;
B ut Bob sang on as well as he could,
And it seemed to  do the  poor fellow good,
A nd a pleased expression the  singer wore 
W hen the  crows in the  cornfield cried “  Encore ! ”
One day, as Bob was strolling along,
Cheerfully singing his fav’r i t e 2 song,
H e m et a m aid w ith  eyes of blue,
W ho paused, w ith  a p re tty  “  How d ’ye do ? ”
Then said, w ith  a sweet and roguish smile,
“  W h at makes you sing one tune  all the  while? ”
Said Bob, in a voice th a t  was strangely low,
“ Be-cause i t ’s the  on-ly one I  know. ”
— J o s e p h i n e  P o l l a r d .
1. By spec-ial re-quest! through being asked 
to  do so.
2. Fav’rite for fav-our-ite, well liked.
THE CROWS AND THE WINDMILL.
Con-Stailt-ly, always. Fledged, furnished with feathers.
Dan-ger-ous, ready to do harm. Re-solvedf settled.
Fa-vour-ite, one who is much liked. Ruf-fled, disordered.
Many years ago, before mills driven by steam power were as com­
mon as they are now, many windmills might have been seen dotted 
here and there over the country. They moved their huge arms about 
in sunlight and in shadow, so long as there was a breath of air to fill 
their sails.
A windmill is a very harmless sort of thing, and never seeks to 
come in the way of any one or to harm any one. However, there was 
once a windmill which was a great terror to all the crows in the neigh­
bourhood. Many a young and thoughtless crow, flying home in the 
dusk of the evening, struck against the huge, noiseless sails, and was 
thrown bruised and breathless to the ground.
I t  was in this way that a young crow, who was a great favourite 
with all his friends, met with his death. When the news came to the
other crows, it was agreed that all should be called to a meeting to find
out some way of getting rid of their dangerous enemy, the windmill.
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Messengers were sent out all round to bring in every one they could 
find ; and soon there was a large and crowded meeting in one of the 
tallest trees. Some crows were placed in the neighbouring trees to
A  W I N D M I L L .
give w arning of the approach of danger. A chairman was appointed ; 
and he perched him self upon the highest twig to have the m eeting better 
under his eye.
“  Gentlemen,” he began, " we are met here, as you all know, to 
find out some means of getting  rid of a most dangerous enemy, the 
windmill. You have all heard of the sad fate of our dear dead brother, 
who was loved by every one who knew him. This windmill is a great 
evil, which ought to be done away w ith.”
For some time no one spoke, though in one corner some young crows, 
who were scarcely fully fledged, and who knew not the dangers of the 
world, were talk ing together in loud and angry whispers. Their fea­
thers were all ruffled with anger ; and it was easy to see th a t they were 
bent on some daring plan. At last one of these, a little  older-looking 
than  the rest, spoke up.
“ Mr. Chairm an,” he said, “ you have well said th a t something m ust 
be done, and m ust be done quickly, to save us from being destroyed by 
the windmill. My young friends here and I  have resolved to come upon 
our enemy when he is quiet and a t rest. W e shall peck great holes in 
his arms, so th a t he will not be able to go any more. This is our plan, 
and we leave it  to the meeting to say whether it is not a good one.”
He ended with loud cheers from the younger members, but the older 
grayheads looked grave and thoughtful. Many opinions were given both 
for and against the plan ; and words would often have led to blows it 
the chairm an had not kept order.
After much dispute and waste of words and breath, an old crow, bent 
down with age, raised his head, and with a loud “ C aw ! caw ! ” to clear his 
throat, said th a t he had a question to ask, if the chairman would hear him.
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" Certainly, sir, certainly ! ” replied the chairman ; and he flapped 
his wings to call for silence.
" W hat I have to ask, then, is this : Has the windmill ever been 
known to leave the mound on which it stands and chase crows about the 
fields, wishing to murder them ?”
" I must say,” said the chairman, “ that it has never been known to 
do this,”
" How then,” asked the speaker, “ is it likely to kill any of us ?” 
"As for us,” replied the chairman, "who are old and learned in the 
ways of the world, it is not likely that we shall ever come to a bad 
end by the windmill. But the young ones are constantly running into 
danger.”
" Then it is by their going too near the windmill that they get 
killed ?”
“ Exactly so.”
“ And there is no other way in which the windmill can harm them ?” 
" I  believe not,” said the chairman, while all the others nodded their 
heads as much as to say, " That is what we think, too.”
“ Well, then,” said the speaker, " le t us all keep away from the 
mill ! That’s all I have to say.” And he glanced at the corner where 
the young ones were gathered, looking foolish, now that the tables 
were turned upon them.
TO DAFFODILS.
F air daffodils, we weep to  see 
You haste aw ay so soon :
As y e t th e  early  rising sun 
H as not a tta in ’d his noon.
Stay, stay,
U n til the  hasting  day 
H as run 
B ut to  the  even song ;
A nd, having p ra y ’d together, we 
W ill go w ith  you along.
W e have short tim e to  stay, as you, 
W e have as short a Spring ;
As quick a grow th to  m eet decay 
As you, or any thing.
W e die,
As your hours do, and dry 
Away
Like to  th e  Sum m er’s ra in  ;
Or as the  pearls of m orning’s dew 
N e’er to  be found again.
— R . H e r r ic k  (1 5 9 1 -1 6 7 4 ).
THE THREE GOLD-FISH.
De-ny-ing him-self; giving up. 
Di-rect-ly, a t once. - 
For-bid-ding, refusing to grant. 
Fre-quent-ly, often.
Grat-ing, a framework of bars.
Hap-pi-ly, pleasantly.
O-be-di-ent, willing to  do what one is told. 
Pounced upon, seized suddenly 
Scatrter-ing, throwing loosely about. 
Un-der-stand, know quite well.
Three of the loveliest little gold-fish in the world once belonged to 
a kind-hearted man, who placed them in a beautiful, clear pond. To 
the banks of this he would often come, and scattering bread-crumbs in 
the water, would delight to see them eat and enjoy themselves.
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But he used frequently to say to them, “ Little fishes, little fishes, 
if you wish always to live as happily as you do now, you must beware of 
two things. You must never go through the grating into the big pool 
beyond, and you must never swim on the top of the water unless I am 
here to take care of you.”
CARP.
The little fishes, however, did not understand what he said. Then 
the man thought, “ I suppose I must try another way to make them 
understand what I mean.”
So he placed himself at the grating, and whenever one of them 
came up and tried to swim through, he made such a splashing with a 
stick in the water that they swam away in a great fright. He did the 
same thing when they came to the top of the water, so that they dived 
again directly. At last he thought, “ Now, I must have made them 
understand” ; and he went home.
Then the three little fishes met, and shook their heads; but they 
could not make out why they might not go through the grating nor 
swim on the surface of the pond.
“ He walks about up above, and why must we stay down here ? ”. 
said one. “ And why,” questioned the second, “ should we be so shut 
in ? How can it hurt us just to swim into the large pond ?” “ He is
very unkind,” said the little fish who had first spoken. “ He does not 
love us, and does not like us to enjoy ourselves.” “ I  shall not mind 
him,” answered the other, “ and I shall take a little trip into the other 
pond at once.” “ And I ,” cried the first, “ will go and play in the 
sun on the top of the water.”
The third little gold-fish was wise enough to think, “ the good man 
must have had a reason for forbidding us these two pleasures. I  am 
sure he loves us, and likes us to enjoy ourselves, or why does he come 
so often, and take such pleasure in bringing us food, and seeing us eat 
it ? No, he is not unkind, and I shall do as he wishes, although I 
can’t a t all see why he should wish it.”
So the good little fish stayed down at the bottom of the pond, while 
the others did as they had said they would.. One swam through the
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grating into the big pond, the other played about in the sunshine on 
the top of the water, and both laughed at their little brother for deny­
ing himself so much pleasure.
But what happened ? The one had not been very long in the large 
pool before a big pike saw him, rushed at him, and swallowed him. 
The other, as he was playing about in the warm sun, was pounced upon 
and eaten by a bird of prey. Only the obedient little fish was left, and 
he lived in the greatest possible happiness that fishes can enjoy.
—Sunday.
THE GALLANT MIDDY.
A-ban-doned, given up. I Leak-ing, letting in water.
Ached, was in pain. Lieu.-ten.-ant (lef-ten'-ant), officer in the navy
A-light-ed, came down upon the floor. next below commander.
Ca-detf a pupil in a naval or military school. Mid-ship-man, a junior officer in the royal
De-scend-ed, went down. navy.
Gen-er-ous, of a noble n a tu re ; unselfish. Pat-tern, model.
Grand-eur (eur as yur), vastness. Whoop, shout.
Launched (lanshed, a as in “ arm ”) let down Va-cant, empty,
into the water,
“ For I ’m the gallant m iddy! ” A boyish voice shouted out this 
line from a sea song, as its owner descended the stairs of an English 
country house, clearing the last five steps at one leap. He alighted in 
a broad hall. Here he gave a loud whoop and caper, and repeated the 
line, “ Oh, I ’m still the gallant middy, lad s! ”
The singer was only sixteen. Two hearers listened to him, with 
smiles that struggled to continue smiles, but ended in tears. They 
were Samuel Jeffars, a coachman who, eight years before, had mounted 
this boy, Richard W ainwright, upon his first pony, and a blue-eyed 
woman, seated in a pretty room, marking the " middy’s” name upon his 
outfit—the " middy’s ” mother.
As for the singer himself, his heart really ached, as any hero’s 
might, for in twenty hours more he must quit mother and home, and 
sail away to far China in the Flamer, an English war-ship.
He had been in training for the British1 Navy,2 as a cadet, and 
had just passed his last examination which had made him a little 
officer, a " gallant middy ” or midshipman.
The summer day on which he was to leave dawned brightly for the 
Flamer as she lay near the Naval P ier3 at Portsm outh4. When the 
time for parting drew nigh, young Wainwright’s mother took his hand 
in hers, and laid her arm tenderly about his shoulders.
“ Richard,” she said, “ my own dear boy, I would feel sadder at your 
going if you had not got the wish of your heart in entering the Navy. 
But oh, I  long that you should be a pattern sailor, pure-minded, 
generous, and gentle! I know you won’t fail in bravery. When you 
are on deck, by day or night, let the grandeur of the sea and sky make
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God seem near to you and drive all mean and evil thoughts away. 
Be true to God, and you will never be false to your duty or your fellow- 
men. I  shall indeed be proud of my 4 gallant middy ’ if he tries to 
live in God’s fear and love.”
And Richard answered quietly, 44 I ’ll try, mother.”
H ER M A JE S T Y ’S  S H IP  “  M A JE S T IC .”
B y perm ission  o f the proprietors of the A u s t r a l a s ia n .
Time rolled on, until blue-eyed Mrs. Wainwright was grey-haired, 
and Richard was no longer a “ gallant middy,” but a first lieutenant. 
When he gained this rank he was put in command of Her Majesty’s 
gunboat Firefly, and very pleased he was with the post. He had a 
crew of brave tars under him who greatly admired their commander, 
but the most devoted of a ll5 was the youngest of the band. This was a 
mere lad, a son of Richard’s old friend, Jeffars, the coachman. He hoped 
in due tim e6 to become an able seaman, and was preparing for it by 
acting as the lieutenant’s cabin-boy. Bob debars found that he had 
a very kind master, and, therefore, he was a happy sailor-boy, who 
sang and whistled like a bird, and threw dull care to the breezes that 
made music in the Firefly’s rigging.
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But, a las! there dawned one dreary morning when his spirits were 
crushed, his lips were white, and a sweat of pained fear lay like ice 
upon his forehead. A terrible gale had suddenly overtaken the 
gunboat not far from English shores. I t  continued to rage until 
Lieutenant Wainwright groaned with fear lest his first command 
should come to a mournful end and his fine crew perish in watery 
graves. During the storm, while the Firefly was driven by fierce 
winds, and great waves swept her deck, Bob Jeffars was carried off his 
feet by one of these great waves, and had his right leg broken. He 
was laid in a berth, and at first received careful attention ; but, as the 
tempest increased, it was found that the gunboat was leaking badly. 
Then an order was given that every man on board should work at the 
pumps, and in the labour which followed the injured lad was forgotten.
Ho one remembered him, even when Lieutenant Wainwright at last 
ordered his crew to lower the boats and try to escape in them. The 
command was quickly obeyed. F irst the lifeboat was launched and 
filled with wearied sailors, who managed to get safely away from the 
sinking ship. A second company likewise escaped. Then the third 
and last of the Firefly’s boats was got afloat.
She, too, was rapidly filled, until there remained only one place in 
her, kept vacant for the sorrowful commander, the last man to leave 
the deck. W ith a pang through his brave heart, he had his hands and 
feet already upon the rope-ladder, preparing to descend, when a cry 
startled him, and he lifted his head to see the cabin-boy, Bob Jeffars,. 
who had just dragged himself from where he had been lying.
How came a terrible moment.
“ Don’t mind the boy, captain! ” shouted a sailor from the swaying 
boat below. “ Your life is worth more than his, and two would swamp 
us.7 Be quick, for we can’t hold on another m inute! ”
But, already, Lieutenant Wainwright had lifted Bob carefully and 
placed him on the slippery rope-ladder. He waited till the boy 
dropped safely into the boat, then his clear voice rang out firmly 
above all the noise of the storm—
" Pull away, lads, and God go with you! ”
Hot a man of his crew would have been guilty of forsaking him. 
They would have gone to the bottom with him rather than leave him 
to die alone. But a mighty wave suddenly swept the boat away 
from the ship, preventing every attempt to return, and he, for whom 
his mother had fondly prayed, and who, she hoped, might be a pattern 
sailor, looked at the raging sea and leaden sky with these words in his 
mind, " Greater love hath no man than this, that a man lay down his 
life for his friends.”
Yes, the “ gallant middy ” proved himself a hero. Bnt there are 
other brave men, too, who live in white cottages scattered along the 
English shores. These are the bold coastguards.8 From one of their 
stations they had seen the signal of distress sent off from the Firefly 
before she was abandoned, and had put to sea to help her crew. They
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arrived in time to pick up Lieutenant W ainwright, who had cast him­
self into the waves with a bare chance that his strong arms and a cork 
belt might keep him afloat until help came.
He had been ready to give his life for his friends if duty required 
i t ; but God spared him to complete his noble career, to become more 
and more the pride of his mother and an honour to the flag he served, 
until in due time he became an admiral.
1. Brit-ish, of or pertaining to Britain. Great 4. Ports-moutll, a naval port south of England.
Britain consists of England and Scotland. 5 Host de-VOt-ed of all, the one who showed
The British are the English-speaking people most  affection.
^ % h : h i p j % w %  - t o  the sea, alongside g. C o a stw a rd s , men whose work it is to gnard
the coast to prevent smuggling.
GLEANINGS.
WILSON’S PROMONTORY.
Wilson’s promontory consists for the most part of granite rocks, 
rising in some places to a considerable height above the level of the 
sea. It is south of Victoria, juts out into Bass Strait, and forms the 
most southerly point of Australia. Seamen in Australian waters know 
it well, for ships plying between Melbourne and Sydney usually sight 
the lighthouse that is built on one of its peaks.
The view in the picture was taken from the deck of the Burrumbeet, 
one of Messrs. Huddart, Parker, and Co.’s steamers.
On 23rd September, Her Majesty, Queen Victoria, will have com­
pleted the longest reign in English history. Throughout the British 
Empire there has been a feeling that this day should be celebrated by 
keeping it as a holiday, having a procession, and illuminating our towns 
and cities. But Her Majesty has sent a message to the British Parlia­
ment, expressing her pleasure at the loyalty shown by her subjects, 
and asking that the celebration should be put off till 20th June next 
year, when she will have completed the 60th year of her reign.
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ALEXANDER SELKIRK ON HIS SOLITARY ISLAND.
Af-flic-tion, distress; trouble.
As-suage? lessen; soften.
Be-stowed' upon, given to.
Cen-tre, the middle point.
Church-go-ing, calling people to go to church. 
Corn-pared  ^matched.
Cor-di-al, warm and hearty.
De-spair^ want of hope.
Dis-pute^ call in question; deny.
Di-vine-ly, by God’s will.
En-cour-ag-ing, cheering.
En-dear-ing, loving.
Hor-ri-ble, dreadful.
Hu-man-i-ty, mankind.
In-dif-fer-ence, want of regard.
Knell, the sound of a funeral bell.
Lair, the den of a wild beast.
Mon-arch, sole ruler.
Rec-ol-lec-tion, memory.
Rec-on-ciles, makes content.
Re-lig-ion, p ie ty ; obedience to God. 
Reign, rule.
Re-pair; go.
Sal-lies, frolics; jests.
Sea-son, a particular time.
So-ci-e-ty, fellowship.
Sol-i-tude, loneliness.
Sur-vey; see.
Treas-ure, wealth stored up.
Un-ac- quaint-ed with, unaccustomed to.
A lexander Selkirk, who was a boy in Scotland about 200 years ago, ran away from 
his home to escape some punishm ent th a t had been promised him. A fter many adven­
tures, he joined a band of pirates, who used to  keep watch near the coast of South 
America for ships in order to  rob the  people on board them.
To get a supply of fresh w ater the pirates, one day, landed on Ju an  Fernandez—a 
small, uninhabited island—lying to  the  south-west of the continent. They sailed off, 
leaving poor Selkirk behind them.
He lived on th is island for four years before another ship called and took him away. 
Afterw ards, he entered the  Royal Navy, and became a lieutenant.
An account was published of his adventures on the island soon after he had got bac 
to England. This gave Daniel Defoe, a busy w riter of books in the  reigns of Queen Ann 
and George I . , some ideas for the fine tale  which he wrote and called “  Robinson Crusoe.”
I  am monarch of all I  survey,
- My righ t there is none to dispute ; 
From the  centre all round to th e  sea,
I  am lord of the  fowl and the  brute.
0  Solitude ! where are the charms, 
W hich sages have seen in thy  face ? 1
B ette r dwell in the m idst of alarms 
Than reign in th is horrible place.
1 am out of hum anity’s reach,
I  m ust finish my jou rney2 alone, 
N ever hear the sweet music of speech ;
I  s ta rt a t the  sound of my own.
The beasts th a t roam over the plain 
My form w ith  indifference see ; 3 
They are so unacquainted w ith man, 
Their tameness is shocking to me.
Society, friendship, and love,
Divinely bestow’d upon man,
Oh ! had I  th e  wings of a dove,
How soon would I  taste  you again ! 
My sorrows I  then  m ight assuage 
In  the ways of religion and tru th  ; 
M ight learn from the wisdom of age, 
And be cheered by the  sallies of youth. 
Religion ! w hat treasure untold 
Resides in th a t heavenly word !
More precious than  silver or gold,
Or all th a t this earth  can afford.
B ut the sound of the church-going bell 
These valleys and rocks never heard ; 
N ever sighed a t the  sound of a knell,
Or smiled when a sabbath appeared.
Ye winds th a t have made me your sport, 
Convey to this desolate shore 
Some cordial, endearing report 
Of a land I  shall visit no more.
My friends, do they  now and then send 
A wish, or a thought after me ?
Oh ! tell me I  yet have a friend,
Though a friend I  am never to see.
How fleet is a glance of the mind !
Compared w ith the speed of its flight, 
The tem pest itself lags behind,
And the swift-winged arrows of light. 
W hen I  th ink  of my own native land,
In  a moment I  seem to be there :
B ut alas ! recollection a t hand 
Soon hurries me back to despair.
B ut the sea-fowl is gone to  her nest,
The beast is laid down in his lair,
Even here is a season of rest,
And I  to  my cabin repair.
There’s mercy in every place,
And mercy—encouraging th o u g h t! 
Gives even affliction a grace,
And reconciles man to his lot.
— C o w p e r .
1. Which sages have seen in thy face, which I 2 Fin-ish my jour-ney, come to the end of 
wise men have stated tha t you possess. | my life.
3. My form with in-dif-fer-ence see, see me without being afraid.
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Key D. 
Moderate.
THE MOUNTAIN SHEPHERD BOY.
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NOTICES.
To prevent fu rth er m isapprehension announcement “  (1),” which appeared in last 
m onth’s issue of The School P aper , has been amended to  read as follow s:—
H ead Teachers should note th a t all r e s u l t  exam inations for the  curren t year 
are on the  same program m e as in 1895, except in regard to th e  changes in work in 
Classes I. and I I I . ,  which have been clearly specified in Circular 95/9.
Teachers m ust be careful in fu ture  to  observe Instruction  2, re la ting  to  Corre­
spondence. See “  Instructions to  Teachers ” lately  issued in sheet form.
The E dito r desires to  acknowledge w ith thanks the  receipt of original and selected 
articles from das. H ouston, W . W aterstrom , J. W . M iller, W . Bilson, J . Hulm e, 
J .  H, B ottrell, L. Johns, F. A. Bass, Colonial, and L. C. G.
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Moderato.
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H ere gush the fountains pure and clear, 
That gently  m urm ur to the ear ;
I w atch them  in th e ir course grow full, 
Then glide along the silver pool,
A happy m ountain shepherd boy.
Beneath I  see th e  lightning’s flash, 
And hear the thunder’s aw ful crash ; 
Yet, though the storm s below career, 
I  dwell in pleasant sunshine here,
A happy m ountain shepherd boy.
W hen freedom’s cause shall need my aid, 
I ’ll leave w ith joy m y m ountain  shade, 
And ev ’ry  danger fearless brave ;
B u t ne’er w ill bow to be a slave,
A free-born m ountain shepherd boy.
By A u th o r ity : R obt. S. B ra in , Government Printer, Melbourne.
Itt  S  clt o al
FOR GLASS III.
V o l .  1, No. 9.] MELBOURNE. [ O c t o b e r ,  1896.
CHILD’S WELCOME TO SPRING.
Cow-slip, a flower very like a primrose.
It has a bunch of yellow flowers on the 
top of a thick stalk.
Dai-sy, a small pink and white flower 
with a yellow eye.
I ’m  v ery  g lad  th e  Spring  has come ;
T he sun shines o u t so b r ig h t,
T he lit t le  b ird s upon th e  tree s  
A re  singing for delight.
T he young grass looks so fresh  and  g re e n ;
The young lam bs spo rt and  p l a y ;
A nd  I  can sk ip  and  ru n  about 
As m errily  as they .
I  like  to  see th e  daisy
A nd th e  b u tte rcu p s  once m ore,
T he prim rose and  th e  cowslip too,
A nd  every  p re tty  flower.
I  like  to  see th e  b u tte rfly  
F lu t te r  h e r p a in ted  w ing ;
A n d  all th in g s  seem, ju s t  like  m yself,
So g lad  to  see th e  Spring.
De-light; jo y ; gladness. 
Flut-ter, move or flap quickly. 
Mer-ri-ly, gaily.
The fishes in  th e  l i t t le  brook 
Are jum ping  up on h igh  ;
I  h ear th e  la rk  sing sw eetly  
As she m ounts in to  th e  sky.
T he b ird s are  bu ild ing  up  th e ir  n ests 
U pon th e  g re a t ta ll tre e  ;
A nd ev ery th in g ’s as busy,
A nd as h ap p y  as can be.
T h ere ’s n o t a cloud upon th e  sk y  ; 
T h ere ’s n o th in g  d a rk  or sad ;
I  jum p and scarce know  w ha t to  do,
I  feel so ve ry  glad.
God m ust be ve ry  good indeed,
W ho m ade each p re t ty  th in g  ;
I ’m su re  we ought to  love H im  m uch 
F o r b ring ing  back th e  Spring.
— S t o d a r t .
THE CARELESS BOY.
Be-Stow; give.
De-clare; say.
Ex-er-cise, written lesson. 
Fin-ished, completed. 
Heed-less, careless. 
Hur-ried, done hastily. 
In-at-ten-tive, careless.
Ob-served; remarked. 
Oe-ca-sion, need. 
Prac-tice, habit. 
Re-ceived; got.
Re-flects; thinks carefully. 
Se-CU-ri-ty, certainty. 
Subject, m atter in hand.
Frank does nothing well, because lie never thinks about what he is 
doing, nor reflects for a moment, whether he is right or wrong. He is, 
on that account, almost sure to be wrong ; at least, that is the case 
nine times out of ten.
" Have you finished your exercise, F ra n k ? ” asked his father one 
night.
“ Oh, yes, sir, a long time ago,” replied Frank.
" Then let me look at it,” said his fa th e r; “ for I think you must 
have hurried it very much.”
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“  No, father, I  took plenty of time ; I will show it you.” But his 
security in the merit of his work soon received a check, for there was 
a mistake in the first line.
" Why, look here,” said his father, “ do you call (happy ’ a noun?” 
“ No, sir ; I  have not put it so,” replied the heedless little boy ; ‘ it 
is an adjective.”
“ But you have written a noun, Frank ; look at it yourself.”
“ So I  have, I declare ; why, I  must have been thinking of the next 
word : here, I  can scratch it out in a minute.”
" Ay ! that scratcliing-out is a very bad practice,” observed his 
father gravely. “ I  wish you would bestow a little more thought on 
the words before you write them, and then there will be no occasion to 
scratch out at all.”
“ Well, I  don’t  think you will find any more mistakes, father.”
“ I  hope not, my boy ; but I have my doubts on the sub ject; how­
ever, we shall see.”
In  this manner they went through the whole exercise, in which 
there were no fewer than twenty-five mistakes, all arising from care­
lessness, and not from want of knowing better.
In  everything he does, F rank shows the same inattention. I f  he is 
sent upstairs for anything, he is almost sure to bring something else, 
or to return before he gets half way, to ask what it was he was told to 
fetch. Now, all young people must see, if they reflect about it a t all, 
what a bad thing it is to be inattentive.
Wherever man is found, there we may expect to meet the dog. 
All over the world, this noble creature is man’s truest friend, and 
most willing servant. In  these respects he excels all other animals.
The faithful dog loves us during our life-time, and mourns for us 
when we are dead. Many instances are related of dogs even pining 
to death on the graves of their masters. Nor is this attachment 
always the result of kind trea tm en t; they will lick the hand that 
causes them pain.
The dog is the most sagacious of all animals, and ranks next to  
man in intelligence. Hence he can be trained to perform wonderful 
feats, and be a useful help in saving human life.
THE SAINT BERNARD DOG.
At-tach-ment, bond of affection. 
Be-numbed/, powerless with cold. 
Dan-gerous, full of risk. 
De-sert-ed, left.
Dis-cov-ers, finds out.
Ex-cels', surpasses ; is better than. 
In-tel-ligent, knowing.
M iS -S io n ,  d u ty ; work.
Mon-as-ter-y, house for monks.
Mu-se'um, collection of interesting objects. 
Sa-gac'ious, quick-witted.
Sa-gac-i-ty, quickness of wit.
Sol-i-tudes, lonely places.
Spec-i-men, example.
Trained, taught.
Vi-O-lent, severe ; rough.
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A S T .  B ERNARD DOG.
(B y perm ission  o f the proprietors o f  the L e a d e r . )
To assist and guide him and his fellow monks in their search 
after half-frozen travellers, St. Bernard reared and trained a breed of 
dogs. In the chapel attached to the monastery, there is a painting of 
this pious monk with one of these noble dogs by his side.
Ever since the founding of the monastery, the monks have always 
had their h e lp ; and to-day, these dogs render the same services as
About one thousand years ago, a pious and noble-hearted monk, 
named St. Bernard, founded a half-way house for travellers across 
the Alps—a range of very high mountains in Europe. You must not 
mistake these for the Australian Alps which are in the eastern part of 
our own colony. In the winter, snow-storms in these European moun­
tains are very violent, and then the passes, or tracks over them, are 
very dangerous. These storms come on suddenly, often after a bright 
and pleasant morning.
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formerly. In winter, they are sent out every night, when they traverse 
all the tracks over the mountains. Their keen scent discovers the 
wanderer, though buried several feet beneath the snow.
As soon as the dogs find any half-frozen traveller, they bark and 
howl till the monks come to their aid. Their bark, especially in these 
mountain solitudes, can be heard for a long distance.
If  it were not for the help of these dogs, it is believed, the monas­
tery itself would have to be deserted. They are the only guides able 
to lead the monks themselves along the proper tracks during the 
winter snow-storms.
The noble dog, Barry, has had his praises sung and related many 
times. In  the museum at Berne, in Switzerland,1 his stuffed skin may 
be seen. There he stands, with bottle and collar about his neck, as if 
ready to start out on his mission of saving human 1'fe.
His home was at the monastery, and in fair weather he used 
to roll and frisk about with his fellows. When the time of snow-storms 
came on, and the rough weather set in, Barry was always ready to set 
out on his work of mercy.
A N  A L P I N E  I N C I D E N T .
While it is the mission of other kinds of dogs to destroy life, 
that of the St. Bernard is to save it. W ith food and drink fastened 
to his neck, and a warm blanket strapped to his back, Barry used to 
set out on his life-saving mission. Never was there a fall of snow so 
heavy but this faithful creature could find his way, and by his keen 
scent discover the lost traveller.
If  he was not too benumbed to walk, the noble fellow supplied 
him with food, and gladly parted with the warm blanket. I f  the 
wanderer was too faint to move, he would hasten back to the monastery,
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and guide the monks to the spot. More than forty lost ones, it is 
stated, owed their lives to the sagacity of Barry.
This noble creature, it is said, died in2 harness, at the ripe old age 
of fifteen years. A lost traveller, t o whom he was carrying life and 
hope, killed him, having mistaken him for a fierce wolf.
The St. Bernard is very large and handsome, with a splendid head, 
long hair, and a bushy tail. He stands over two and a half feet high. 
His legs are strong, and he plants his broad feet firmly on the 
ground.
He is an intelligent-looking animal, and as noble as he looks. 
His colour varies, the most common being red and white.
The dogs employed by the monks are of a tawny yellow, and 
short-haired. In size, they are smaller than the St. Bernards kept 
among us as pets.
A lady living at Kew owns a noble specimen of the St. Bernard. 
His pet name is Baron. He is said to be one of the largest dogs in 
the world. He stands nearly three feet high, and, when in con­
dition,3 weighs one hundred and ninety-six pounds. He is a fine- 
looking animal, and a capital watchdog. A large painting of him is 
to be seen in the Melbourne Art Gallery.
1. Switz-'er-land, a mountainous country near 2. In har-ness, at work.
the middle of Europe. Berne is its capital 3. In con-di-tion, h ealthy ; at his best,
city.
ROOM AT THE TOP.
Never you mind the  crowd, lad,
Or fancy your life won’t  t e l l ;
The work is the work for all th a t 
To him th a t  doeth it  well.
Fancy the world a hill, lad,
Look where the  millions stop,
Y ou’ll find the  crowd a t the  base, la d ; 
There’s always room a t the  top.
Courage and faith and patience, 
There’s space in the  old world y e t ; 
The b e tte r the chance you stand, lad, 
The further along you get.
Keep your eyes on the goal, lad, 
Never despair or drop,
Be sure th a t your path  leads up w ard ; 
There’s always room a t the  top.
ELIZA AND MARY.
Gram-bled, m uttered with discontent. 
Heart-i-ly, with spirit.
Pa-tience, the state of being patient.
An-swered, replied.
Bur-den, load.
Called, named.
Ex-claimed; said.
On a market day, two country women, named Mary and Eliza, 
were walking together towards the town. Each of them carried a 
heavy basket of fruit. Mary grumbled the whole time, whilst Eliz|i 
did nothing but laugh and joke.
Mary said at last to her companion, “ How can yon laugh so 
heartily ; yonr burden is not less heavy than mine, and you are hardly 
stronger than I P ”
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The other answered, “ 1 carry an addition to my burden, which, 
strange to say, makes it lighter.”
“ Indeed ! ” exclaimed Mary, “ what can that be ? W hat do you 
call it ?”
u I t is called patience.”
THE EVIL OF LAW.
Arch, sly.
Be-seech' beg.
Boo-ty, plunder. 
Con-tent; satisfied. 
De-cide; settle. 
Hun-gry, wanting food.
Jus-tice, fairness.
Nib-bled, bit small pieces from. 
Out weighs; is heavier than. 
Pre-tence; false reason. 
Squan-der, spend foolishly, 
up-right, honest.
A M ON K EY .
Two hungry cats having stolen some cheese, could not agree 
between themselves how to divide their booty ; they therefore went to 
law ; and a cunning monkey was to decide the case.
“ Let us see,” said Pug, with as arch a look as could be. “ Aye, 
aye ; this slice, to be sure, outweighs the other and with that he bit 
off a large piece, in order, as he told them, to make a fair balance.
The other scale was now become too heavy, which gave this upright 
judge a pretence to make free with a second mouthful.
“ Hold, hold,” cried the two cats, “ give each of us her share of 
what is left, and we will be content.”
“ I f  you are content,” said the monkey, “ Justice is n o t ; the law, 
my friends, must have its course.”
Upon this, he nibbled first one piece, and then the other, till the 
poor cats, seeing their cheese in a fair way to be all eaten up, most 
humbly begged him not to put himself to any further trouble, but to 
give them what still remained.
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“  Ha, ha, ha ! not so fast, I  beseech you good ladies,” said Pug. 
" We owe justice to ourselves as well as to you; and what remains is 
due to me in right of my office.”
Upon this, he crammed the whole into his mouth at once, and very 
gravely broke up the court.
' i  Thus it often happens with persons who go to law : they squander 
their property in legal expenses, whilst it goes into the pockets of 
those whom they employ to settle their disputes.
WATTLE BLOSSOM.
L ightly  the  b reath  of the  spring w ind blows,
Though laden w ith  fa in t perfum e,
’Tis the  fragrance ra re  th a t th e  bushm an knows,
The scent of th e  w a ttle  bloom.
— G o r d o n .
WILLIAM HOCKING, THE HERO.
As-eend' go up.
At-tachedi fastened.
Blast-ing, bursting up by means of powder, &c.
Care-less, not showing care.
Com-mend^ed to, gave into the care of.
Com-pan-ion, mate.
Com-rade, companion.
Corn-ish, belonging to Cornwall.
En-gagedl occupied.
En-rolledi written.
Es-capei get out of danger.
There are brave men in every class of life ; many a man unknown 
to the world has deserved to be enrolled in the noble army of heroes 
who have laid down their lives for others.
Such a hero was William Hocking, a fine specimen and true type 
of a Christian Cornish miner. From a boy, he had lived and worked 
in the dark tin and copper mines of Cornwall.
One day, he was engaged with two others in making a tunnel at the 
bottom of a shaft of no great depth. One of the men was on top, while 
Hocking and the third were at work below.
They had bored a hole in the rock in the usual way for blasting. 
The hole was filled with powder, and tamped. All that was left to do, 
was to cut the fuse, and then for one to ascend the shaft. When he 
was on top, the bucket had to be let down again for the man whose 
duty it was to set fire to the fuse, and hurry away.
W illiam and his mate had become familiar with danger. They were 
careless; and, instead of cutting the fuse with a knife, they, while it was 
attached to the charge, put it on a piece of rock, and severed it with 
an iron drill.
In  doing this, the iron striking the stone, caused it to give out a 
spark. The hissing of the fuse told them that, in a few moments, the 
charge would explode.
Ex-plode' burst with violence and noise. 
Ex-plo-Sion, bursting with violence and noise. 
Fal-ter-ing, w eak; trembling.
Her-o-ism, bravery.
Qui-et-ly, calmly.
Re-mem-toered, kept in mind.
Rub-Msh, waste m atter.
Sev-ered, divided.
Sig-nal, sign.
Tamped, plugged up with clay, or other material.
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Both dashed to the shaft, and, holding on to the rope to which the 
bucket was Listened, gave the signal to be drawn up. But, alas ! the 
strength of the man at the windlass was not equal to lifting tw o; he 
could wind up only one man at a time. To remain was death to both, 
and it was Blocking’s turn to ascend. He looked at his companion, 
stepped from the bucket, and quietly said, “ Escape, lad, for thy life ; I 
shall be in Heaven in a minute.”
The bucket had hardly reached the top, when the boom of the ex­
plosion told the man in it of the fate of his brave comrade, who had 
given up life to save him.
Down he went again at once; and, among the shattered blocks of 
rock at the bottom of the shaft, he called in faltering tones his mate’s 
name, “ William 1 William 1 ” From somewhere a faint answer came, 
“ Thank God, I am here ! ”
Eagerly the man dragged away the rubbish and rock. There, under­
neath a huge slab of stone that had been blown across him, and had 
lodged against the side of the shaft, thus guarding him from harm, he 
found Hocking. Hot a scratch was upon h im ; not even his clothes 
were torn.
He had set himself down in the corner of his rocky prison, and 
commended his soul in prayer to God. The God who cared for Daniel 
in the den of lions, had saved him from death.
For years he lived, and loved to tell of God’s goodness to him. His 
heroism is still remembered by Cornish miners.
Monkeys are amusing creatures, and it is great fun to watch them 
at their tricks. One kind which is a native of Java, an island of 
Southern Asia, outdoes most of the others in cleverness. This is 
especially to be seen when these monkeys go to the sea-shore to feast 
on oysters and crabs. They are very fond of shell-fish, and they get 
at oysters in a crafty way.
The oysters of tropical countries are much larger than ours. A 
monkey, on reaching the sea-shore, watches one of them slowly open. 
As soon as it does so, he thrusts a stick between the shells and pre­
vents them from closing. The cunning creature then feasts on the 
oyster at his leisure.
He seems also to like much the flavour of sand-crabs. These crabs 
dig little houses for themselves deep in the sand. Thither they go
A QUEER FISHERMAN,
Ap-par-ent-ly, seemingly. 
Bus-i-ly, actively.
Com-i-cal, dro ll; funny. 
De-voured? eaten. 
Dis-ap-pear, go out of sight. 
Es-pe-cial-ly, most of all. 
Ex-pect-ed, looked for.
Hab-itS, ways.
At his lei-SU.re, slowly; at his ease.
Oc-Clirsf happens.
Pos-sess-es, owns.
Threat-ens, is near at hand.
Trop-i-cal, very h o t ; lying between the
tropics.
1896.] THE SCHOOL PA PER. 137
when they want a rest, or when any danger threatens. When all is 
quiet, they spend their time sunning themselves at the entrances of 
their holes, or hopping along the water’s edge in search of food.
The monkey knows their habits. While the crabs are looking for 
a dinner, he also is bent on obtaining one for himself. A monkey, you 
know, can move very quickly. He waits until he sees a number of 
crabs apparently unaware of danger, and busily engaged in eating a 
bit of sea-weed, or devouring the insects they like. Moving forward 
as close as he dares, the monkey gives a sudden leap, and seizes as 
many of the poor crabs as he can. They are speedily crunched into 
a shapeless mass between his strong jaws and devoured.
C O M M O N  CRAB.
But the crahs are very active, too. I t  often happens that they will 
take alarm in time to scamper quickly to their holes, and so the 
monkey is cheated out of his expected meal. When this occurs, he 
makes use of a clever plan, which proves how cunning he really is, and 
which shows him to be a most amusing creature.
The monkey of Java possesses a very long tail. He moves quietly 
up to the hole into which he has seen one of the crabs disappear, 
thrusts his tail into it, and awaits the result.
The crab, made furious at the sight of the tail, fastens upon it. 
This is just what the monkey wants. He gives a sudden spring for­
ward. The crab, having no time to let go, is drawn to the surface, 
and in a moment is in the monkey’s claws. The poor crab thus falls 
a victim to the clever trick of its enemy.
One traveller tells us that the monkey puts on a most comical look 
as he thrusts his tail into the hole and waits for the crab to seize it.
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THE BUTTERFLY.
Con-verse, conversation. 
HiS-tO-ri-an, a writer of history.
S tay ,near me—do not tak e  thy  flig h t!
A  little  longer stay in s ig h t!
M uch converse do I  find in thee, 
H isto rian  of my infancy !
F loa t near m e ; do not ye t d e p a r t!
Dead tim es revive in th e e :
Thou bring’st, gay creature as thou a r t ! 
A  solemn image to my heart,
My fa th e r’s family.
Re-vivef come again to life.
Sol-emn, grave.
Oh ! pleasant, p leasant were the days, 
The tim e when in our childish plays,
My sister Emmeline and I  
Together chased the  b u tte rf ly !
A very hun ter did I  rush
Upon the  p rey ;—w ith  leaps and springs
I  followed on from brake to  b u sh ;
B ut she, God love h e r ! feared to  brush 
The dust from off its wings.
— W  O R D SW O RTH .
TRUE TREASURE.
A-liglit-ed, se ttled ; rested. Per-fume, sweet smell.
Com-fort, strength ; help. Plu-mage, feathers.
Dif-fi-cul-ties, hardships. Pre-cious, of value.
Bis-ap-pointf not to carry out the wishes of.
Ex-haust-el, worn o u t; out of breath.
In-ter-est-ing, pleasing.
Mel-o-dy, music.
Of-fence! crime.
Re-al-ly, in tru th .
Re-lat-ed, told.
Scars, marks from wounds or cuts. 
Treas-ures, costly things. 
Wheeled! turned.
H arry  was slow to learn. Being under a strict teacher, he was one 
day kept in after school hohrs. This was a sore tr ia l1 to him. His 
darling mother would be sure to ask about it, and, as he was a good 
boy, it was his greatest grief to disappoint her.
"  I  study ever so hard, m other,” he said th a t night, “  but it seems 
to be of little  use. I  can 't learn like the other boys.”
For answer his mother related to him the following interesting 
story:—
“ Once upon a time, two young men, W alter and Percy, were doomed 
to die. W hat their offence was I  do not know, or whether they had 
really done a crime deserving death. The king had decided th a t they 
m ust die.
“  They loved life, they feared death, and so prayed to the king : 
‘ G rant us bu t three days, and we will bring such rich gifts to our lord, 
th a t he will pardon us and g rant us our lives.’ Leave having been 
granted, they started forth together.
“ From  out a tree flew a rare bird. Its  plumage was of gold, its 
song the sweetest melody. F linging away hat and coat, W alter fol­
lowed it through scrub and brushwood, up hill and down. The bird 
wheeled in its flight, and alighted on his brother's head. ‘ I t  is a gift 
fit for a king !’ cried Percy, as he hid it in his bosom.
“  H igh on the rocks grew a flower pure as the snow, filling the air 
w ith rich petfmne. ‘ No such flower ever grew in earthly garden,’ 
cried W alter ; and over the sharp rocks he climbed, and plucked it
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Alas ! it fell to pieces in his grasp, and, with only the stem in his 
bleeding hands, he joined his brother. In Percy’s hand was the 
flower’s twin blossom, fair and fresh, though not so frail. ‘ While you 
climbed the sharp rocks I found this sweet flower by the roadside. It 
is a gift fit for a king.’
" W ithin the walls of a garden grew apples of gold. But a fright­
ful dragon2 held the keys, and with it must W alter fight if he would 
secure an entrance. While exhausted and bleeding he paused for 
breath,3 fairy hands flung the golden fruit into his brother’s hands, and 
his fight was all in vain.
" The three days were over, and the two brothers stood before the 
king. W ith eager haste 4 Percy brought forth his treasures—rare bird, 
sweet flower, and golden fruit. The while, his brother stood with 
downcast eyes and bleeding hands.
“ The king took the gifts, but his glance was not upon them, but 
upon the hands that bore them.
" ‘ My son, you have won your treasures too lightly,’ he said. 
6 Where are your scars ? Go earn your freedom by bringing me that 
which has cost you toil, tears, or blood.’
“ Then, taking in his own the bleeding hands of W alter, he said, 
4 These hands, torn and scratched out of desire to please me, are a 
thousand-fold more precious in my sight than any treasure.’
“ Harry, dear,” added his darling mother, “ true treasure is not 
lightly won. That which cost you toil, tears, or blood, is a treasure 
worth possessing. Work bravely on with a fixed purpose to succeed ; 
never stop to think your tasks difficult. I f  your teacher fail to allow 
for the difficulties you are sure to meet with, I never will.”
Perhaps other little scholars will find comfort and hope in this 
interesting story, and work henceforth more hopefully.
1. Sore tri-al, something hard to bear.
2. Drag-on, a large winged lizard or crocodile. It
is not a real animal.
3. Paused for breath, stopped to re
4. With ea-ger haste, promptly.
ROBINSON CRUSOE.-PART II.
A-bun-dance, great quantity. 
A-gree-a-ble, pleasant. 
Ap-proach-ing, coming near. 
Be-lieved' thought.
Bus-i-ness, work.
Cas-sa-va, a*piant.
Con-Clud-ed, formed the opinion. 
De-voured' eaten.
De-Cid-ed on, made up my mind to. 
De-liv-er-ance, rescue.
De-sire? longing.
En-tire-ly, wholly.
Ex-cel-lent, very good. 
Flour-ish-ing, thriving. 
Pos-si-bil-i-ty, chance. 
Pro-duc-tions, fruits of the earth. 
Rai-sins, dried grapes. 
Res-i-dence, dwelling-place. 
Re-solved' made up one's mind. 
Sur-prised' astonished. 
Sur-round-ed, enclosed.
Tour, journey.
Having been in this unhappy island above ten months, all possi­
bility of deliverance seemed to be entirely taken from me ; and I  firmly' 
believed that no human shape had ever set foot upon that place.
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Having built a kind of hut, or rather secret fort, surrounded by a 
thick enclosure of brushwood, by the sea-shore, I had a great desire to 
make a survey o f1 the island, and to see if I could find productions 
which I yet knew nothing of.
I t  was on the lo th  of July (1660), that I set out on a tour which 
I  had decided on making. I first went up the creek, where I had come 
on shore, with my goods, from the vessel. I found, after I had gone 
about two miles up, that the tide did not flow any h igher; and that it 
was no more than a little brook of running water, very fresh and good ; 
but this being the dry season, there was hardly any water in some 
parts of i t ; at least not enough to run in a stream.
On the banks of this brook I found many pleasant meadows, 
covered with grass. I searched for the cassava root, which the 
Indians, in all that climate, make their bread of, but I could find none. 
I  saw large plants of aloes, but did not then know their worth. I  saw 
several wild sugar-canes.
The next day, the 16th, I went up the same way again ; and after 
going somewhat further than I had gone the day before, the country 
became more woody. In this part I found different fruits,2 and among 
them, plenty of melons upon the ground, in great abundance, and 
grapes upon the trees; the vines had spread indeed over the trees, and 
the clusters of grapes were just then in perfection,3 very ripe and rich.
I  found an excellent use for these grapes : and that was to cure or 
dry them in the sun, and keep them as dried grapes or raisins are kept. 
These I thought would be, as indeed they proved, wholesome and agree­
able to eat when no grapes could be had.
All the country appeared so fresh, so green, so flourishing, that it 
looked like a planted garden. I found now I had business enough to 
gather and carry the grapes home. I resolved to lay up a store of 
grapes, limes, and lemons, to provide for the wet season,4 which I  knew 
was approaching.
The next day, with this view, I went back, having made two small 
bags to bring home my harvest; but I was surprised on coming to my 
heap of grapes, which were so rich and fine when gathered, to find 
them all spread about, trod to pieces, and dragged about, some here, 
some there, and abundance eaten and devoured. From this I concluded 
there were some wild creatures thereabouts, which had done this, but 
what they were I  knew not.
However, as I  found it was no use laying up the fruit in heaps, 
and no use carrying them away in a sack—for in one way they would 
be spoiled, and in the other they would be crushed with their own 
weight—I took a different course. I gathered a large quantity of the 
grapes, and hung them upon the outer branches of the trees, that they 
might cure and dry in the sun ; and as for the limes and lemons, I took 
as many back as I could well carry.
1. Make a sur;vey of, examine closely. j 4. To pro-vide' for the wet sea-son, to make
2. Dif-fer-ent fruits, fruits of many kinds. ready for the time when it would be
3. In per-fec-tion, a t their best. raining.
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BELL-BIRDS.
Con-sists? is made up of. 
C ur-i-O U S, strange. 
Dis-tant, far off. 
Fur-nished, provided.
Nec-tar, the sweet liquid in flowers from which 
bees make honey.
Pop-u-lar, common. 
Tol-ling, ringing. 
Re-ceived, got.
The bell-bird, though it is becoming scarce, is still to be found in 
the forests of New Zealand, Victoria, and New South Wales.
One of its notes is somewhat like the distant tolling of a bell, and 
on this account the bird has received its popular name.
B E L L - B I R D S .
The nest of the bell-bird is built in deep, wooded gullies, or in thick, 
low bushes near the edge of the forest.
Its  food consists of insects and the nectar of flowers. I t  licks these
up with its curious tongue, which is furnished with a sort of little
brush.
Bow-ers, shady places. Pent, shut up.
Cur-rents, flowing water, Peb-bles, small water-worn stones.
Di-recti guide. Run-nels, creeks.
Fi-er-y, very hot. Splen-did, very bright.
Glis-ten, shine. Strug-'gles, tries to get through.
Hur-tle, roll loudly. • Syc-a-more, a large tree.
Lis ten, try to hear. Weath-er, the state of the air.
Loi-ters, lingers. Wil-der-ness-es, desert places.
B y channels of co o ln ess1 th e  echoes a re  ca lling ,
A nd dow n th e  d im  gorges I  h e a r  th e  c reek  f a l l in g ;
I t  lives in  th e  m o u n ta in , w h ere  m oss an d  th e  sedges 
T ouch  w ith  th e ir  b e a u ty  th e  b an k s  an d  th e  ledges ;
T h ro u g h  b re a k s  of th e  ced a r an d  sycam ore  bow ers 
S tru g g les  th e  l ig h t t h a t  is love to  th e  flow ers.
A n d , so fte r  th a n  slum ber, an d  sw ee te r th a n  sing ing ,
T h e  n o te s of th e  b e ll-b ird s  a re  ru n n in g  an d  rin g in g .
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The silver-voiced bell-birds, the  darlings of day-tim e,
They sing in Septem ber their songs of the M ay-tim e.2 
W hen shadows wax strong,3 and the thunder-bo lts4 hurtle , 
They hide in their fear in the leaves of the m y rtle ;
W hen rain and the  sunbeams shine mingled together,
They s ta rt up like fairies th a t  follow fair weather,
A nd stra igh tw ay  the hues of th e ir feathers unfolden 
Are th e  green and the  purple, the  blue and th e  golden.
October, the  maiden of b righ t yellow tresses,5 
Loiters for love in these cool w ildernesses;
Loiters knee-deep in the grasses to listen,
W hen dripping rocks gleam and the leafy pools glisten. 
Then is the  tim e when the water-m oons6 splendid 
Break w ith  th e ir gold, and are scattered or blended 
Over the  creeks, till the woodlands have warning 
Of songs of the  bell-bird and wings of the morning.
W elcome as w aters unkissed by the summers,7 
A re the voices of bell-birds to th irs ty  far-comers.
W hen fiery December sets foot in the  forest,
And the need of the w ayfarer presses the sorest,
Pen t in the  ridges for ever and ever,
The bell-birds direct him to spring and to river,
W ith  ring and w ith ripple, like runnels whose to rren ts 
Are toned by the  pebbles and leaves of the currents.
*  *  *  *  *  j
1. Chan-nels of cool-ness, cold running
streams.
2. Songs of the May-time, songs of joy and
gladness. May is one of the spring months 
in northern lands.
Compare—
“ May thou m onth of rosy beauty,
Month when pleasure is a d u ty ;
Month of bees and m onth of flowers, 
Month of blossom-laden bowers;
O thou merry month complete,
May, thy very name is sweet.”
— K e n d a l l .
3. Wax strong, grow strong.
4. Thun-der-bolts; lightning.
5. Of bright yel-low tress-es, of wattle
blossom.
6. Wa-ter-moons' the reflections of the moon in
the creeks, lakes, &c.
7. Un-kissecT by the sum-mers, streams not
reached by the hot suns of summer.
GLEANINGS.
The Australian cricketers have left England for Australia. On 
their way home, they will play a few matches in America. During 
their tour in England, they played 34 matches, of which they won 
19, lost 6, and 9 were drawn.
* * * * *  *
Almost all the lakes of Australia belong to that class which receive, 
but do not give out streams of water. They lie, for the most part, in 
open plains, and have a bleak, dreary look. In winter, they overflow 
their banks, and swamp the country around; while, in summer, they 
are dried up, in part or altogether; and where the water has been, 
there are, in many cases, deposits of glistening salt to be seen.
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One of the lake districts 
of Victoria lies to the west 
of Geelong, the two most 
important lakes being Colac 
and Corangamite. Colac is 
a beautiful sheet of fresh 
water measuring about 12 
square miles in area. Coran­
gamite, the largest lake in 
Victoria, is a few miles from 
it, has an area of about 70 
square miles, and is very salt.
A boy who can be so brave 
as to think and act calmly 
when in great peril, deserves 
high praise ; and his action 
should be widely known.
In the newspapers lately, 
there was an account of a lad 
named Hayes, who, though 
only nine years of age, 
showed much courage when 
bitten by a snake. He was 
out rabbiting some distance 
from his home in Violet 
Town; and, while putting 
his hand under a tussock of 
grass, a large brown snake 
bit him on the point of the 
fore-finger of the left hand. 
He, at once, loosed a piece 
of string used as a garter, 
tied it round the base, and 
chopped off the top of the 
finger with a tomahawk. 
He was taken to a doctor, 
and soon recovered.
% ■Jk ■Jk
Hews has been received 
that the small island of Juan 
Fernandez, in the Pacific 
Ocean, S.W. of South 
America, on which Alex­
ander Selkirk lived for about 
four years, has been de­
stroyed by an earthquake.
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WHEN THE ROSY HORN APPEARING.
, i J L  J  J  J-« - 1----------------- M - i - r - — y y - i — ..r - f f  H
J f  i 1 A - j  G  j  j\  w 7  , r  r r  e  .  r  a  @ w • 9 9 5 .....  o
r  9  *
n W hen th e  ro - sy morn
J  1 [ - p * - f  [  ' r I I  i
P - pear - ing, Paints with gold the ver-dan t law n ; 
I I  ,n ,—ir IWr, / i  r ..... "... 6,.:r' . ..... | I I ' 1 j  -p\ s & 0 •  @ ^
Bees on ban of tliym e dis - port-ing, Sip th e  sw eets and hail the  dawn.
W arbling birds th e  day proclaim ing, 
Carol sw eet the ir lively s tra in  ; 
They forsake th e ir leafy dwelling, 
To procure the  golden grain.
See content the hum ble gleaner 
Take the scattered ears th a t f a l l ; 
N ature, a ll her children viewing 
Kindly, bounteous cares for all.
Key F.
s :—• 1 1 S : d1 s : - . f 1 f : m d .m m : r r r . f f : m
m :—.f  I nx : m r.d :t| ,r 1 d : d Si . Si 1, r d t, d
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When th e sy morn ap - - ing, Pai t S w ith gold the ver - riant law n ;
s 1 1 s d' s .f i  f 121 d — . m 1 r f m r d : —
m:— f 1 m m r ,d : t, .r | d d Si —. s. 1 1. : r d ti d
d d 1  d d t, :si |li 1; m, — . m 1 f. f, s, — s, d : —
Bees banks of thym e dis - p o r t- ing, Sip the sweets and hail the dawn.
TAe mAore /S'tmg Ae accepted m j)Zace q/" (Ae 7ZowHc( (o game ?#or(Zg.
I t is recorded of a wise man who lived in Greece about two thousand 
years ago that, on being presented with a goblet of wine at a feast, he 
threw its contents upon the ground. When blamed for wasting so 
much liquor, he answered, “ Had I drunk it, there would have been a 
double waste—I, as well as the wine, would have been lost.”
By A uthority : R obt. S. B ra in , Government Printer, Melbourne.
to ^  drool
F O R  G R A S S  I I I .
V o l . 1, No. 10.] MELBOURNE. [N o v e m b e r , 1 8 9 6 .
GENTLEMAN JOHN.
Broad-cloth, kind of fine, black woollen 
cloth.
Faith-ful-ly, truly.
You’ve only a fustian coat, my lad,
You sleep upon straw, maybe ;
W hen my lord goes by, it makes you 
sad,
You want to be rich as he.
You hate to be called a son of the soil, 
You’d like to be gentleman born, 
Never to want, and never to toil,
And never go tattered and torn.
But broadcloth or fustian, what 
you’ve got on,
Never will make you a gentleman, 
John.
Fus-ti-an, kind of coarse cloth, made of 
cotton, or cotton and linen.
Tat-tered, ragged.
’Tis not the honest brown dirt, my lad, 
Makes a man’s hand unclean ;
’Tis what he does tha t is base and bad, 
’Tis what is cruel and mean.
Don’t  be ashamed of your coat or your 
toil,
Each has his work to do ;
See tha t you faithfully stick to the soil, 
And you’ll be a gentleman, too.
’Tis what you have in you, not what 
you have on,
That ever will make you a gentleman, 
John.
THE BUNDLE OF STICKS.
At-tempts; trials. | Sep-a-rate, part.
Quar-rel-ling, fighting. I Un-ion, state of being united.
An old man had many sons, who were often quarrelling with one 
another. When the father had used every means in his power to get 
them- to live at peace, hut all to no purpose, he hit upon the following 
plan.
He called all his sons together, and ordered one of them to bring a 
number of short sticks to him. Then, having tied them into a bundle, 
he told the lads, one after another, to take it up and break it. 
They all tried, but tried in vain.
After these attempts had failed, the father ordered the bundle to be 
untied, and gave a single stick to each of his sons, at the same time 
bidding each try to break it. This, all did with the greatest ease. 
Then, said the father—“ Behold the power of union. The sticks which 
you could not break when united, you broke at once when single. Let 
this teach you to keep from quarrelling, and to remain of one mind. 
Thus you will be a match for all your enemies. But differ, and 
separate, and you are undone.”
— -ZEs o p .
1. But all to no pur-pose, without succeeding.
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THINK BEFORE YOU STRIKE.
Con-cealed' hidden. Rough-ly, in a rough manner.
Pro-voked^ stirred up to anger. Val-U-a-hle, much prized.
When I was a boy, I worked for a farmer, and was one day set to 
plough with a pair of horses, one of which was a four-year-old colt. 
The colt, after walking a few steps, would lie down in the furrow. The 
farmer was provoked, and said—“ I’ll soon break him of that notion.” 
I  was told to sit on the colt’s head to keep him from rising while he 
whipped him.
Just then, a neighbour came up, and said— “ There’s something 
wrong here ; let him get up so that we can see.” He patted the colt, 
looked at his harness, and then made this rem ark—-“ Look at his 
collar, it is so long and narrow, and carries the harness so high, that, 
when he begins to pull, it slips back, and chokes him.”
So it was, and, but for that neighbour, we should have whipped as 
good a horse as we had on the farm, because he lay down when he 
couldn’t  breathe.
I t  was only the other day I  heard of a valuable St. Bernard dog- 
being shot because, having a wound on his head, concealed by the hair, 
he bit a person who was handling him roughly.
Boys, young and old, remember that these creatures are dumb. 
They may be hungry, or thirsty, or cold, or faint, or sick, or bruised, 
or wounded, but cannot tell you. Think before you strike.
—Adapted from Leaflet No. 30, issued by the Victorian Society fo r  the Protection o f A n im a ls .
THE BANANA.
Ba-na-na, well-known tropical fruit.
Bis-CUits, bread baked hard in small cakes.
Clus-ter, bunch.
De-light-ful, very nice.
Meal-y, flour-like.
Po-ta-to, well-known vegetable.
Prompt, quick.
Pur-ple, very dark red.
“ Well, children,” said their uncle, as he placed on the table a bag 
of fruit which he had brought for them, “ what fruit do you like 
best?”
“ Bananas, sir,” was the prompt reply.
“ I  thought so. Now I  have another question to ask you. W hat
do you know about bananas ? ”
“ Our teacher has told us that they grow well in tropical countries,” 
said W ill ; “ and that in those hot regions they grow wild.”
“ Some kinds do so,” replied his uncle ; “ but the fruit of wild 
banana trees is bitter to the taste. The kind which is good to eat is 
grown on trees which are planted in gardens.”
“ Please, uncle, tell us how they are grown ? ” said Will.
“ Shoots spring up from the roots of the old trees. These are cut
off, and set in the ground, just as we plant geranium and rose 
cuttings. I
Ra-tions, allowance of food. 
Re-gions, lands.
Sev-er-al, a good many.
Trop-i-cal, hot
Veg-et-a-toles, plants cooked for food. 
Whis-pered, spoke very softly. 
With-ers, fades away.
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“ Very soon these young shoots send up two long leaves ; but you 
would not think that they were leaves. They are curled so tightly 
together that they look more like a round stick.
" After a while, these leaves unfold, and hang down. Then other 
leaves grow out, curled just as tightly as the first two. These soon 
also uncurl, and bend down, others springing up in their place.
" Then the plant really begins to look like a tree ; the trunk, how­
ever, is not firm like that of the gum or the pine. I t  is only leaf- 
stems packed closely together.
B A N A N A  T R E E  W I T H  F R U I T .
" At the end of nine months, a purple bud shews itself in the centre 
of the leaves. Soon it grows out, and hangs down. I t  then looks 
something like a purple heart.
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" A t last this opens, and rings of b righ t little  buds are to be seen 
arranged round the stalk. Soon, each of these buds bursts into a 
yellow blossom.
“ The fru it then appears. A t first, each banana is only a tiny green 
pod ; but it grows, and grows, till the cluster becomes very heavy.”
“ How heavy ? ” asked his nephew. “ Oh, as heavy as you are, W ill.” 
"  E ighty-four pounds ?” “ Yes,” said his uncle, “ each banana weighs
very little  by itself, but there are several hundreds on a stalk.
“  A great many bananas are cut while they are still green, and sent 
to V ictoria and other countries. Our supply comes from F iji and 
Queensland. I f  they were not cut green, we should never have them  
here. They would not keep sound long enough. On account of this, 
bananas do not taste so delightful as when taken ripe and fresh off 
the trees.”
“  W h at becomes of the tree, uncle ? ”
“ W hen it has borne its cluster of fruit, the tree withers away. 
The big stem  and the large leaves die, but the root still lives ; and all 
round the dead stem spring up the young shoots, or baby plants, 
which, as I  have told you, are planted again.”
" Do the natives of hot countries eat many bananas, uncle ? ” asked 
Mary.
“ Thousands of people live alm ost entirely on them, ju s t as people 
in some countries live on potatoes, and in others on rice. They have 
bananas for breakfast, dinner, and tea.
“ The fru it contains w ithin its outer rind, as you know, a mealy 
substance. This, when dried in the sun or an oven, and ground, forms 
a kind of flour. The daily rations for a labourer in these tropical 
countries is about two pounds of dry banana meal, w ith the addition 
of a quarter of a pound of fish or m eat.”
“ Fancy having banana biscuits for b re ak fa st!” whispered Mary.
“ The young shoots,” concluded their uncle, “ th a t come up from 
the roots of the dead trees are eaten as vegetables. The long, tough 
threads of the leaves are woven into a beautiful kind of cloth called 
grass-cloth.”
WHAT JERRY CAUGHT.
Perhaps you’ve heard  of J e r ry  Jo y  !
A  very naughty  little  boy.
One day he would a-fishing go, 
A lthough his m other had said “ No ! ” 
H e left his home a t half-past eight, 
A nd took w ith  him  a can of bait,
A  fishing-rod, a line, a hook,
A nd off' he w ent down to  the  brook.
A ligh t w ind blew, th e  m orn was fine,
A nd to  the  bank he slowly drew —
A fish ? Oh, no ! A w orn-out shoe ! 
And, when again the  line he cast,
H e caught his trousers firm and fast.
In  try in g  to  tak e  out the  hook,
H e slipped and fell into th e  brook.
He was not drowned, I ’m glad to  say ; 
B u t no more sport for him  th a t  day.
H e looked upon his m uddy clothes,
A nd said, “ M y m other, I  suppose, 
W on’t  know me, I  am such a fr ig h t.”
Ah ! Je r ry  was m is tak en —quite.
W hen home he got, all in  a mess,
H e caught a—som eth ing!—you can g u ess!
B aiting the  hook, he cast the  line.
H e w aited. H our on hour w ent by,
B u t no t a single fish came nigh.
A t last he thought h e ’d got a b ite  ;
H e pulled and tugged w ith  all his m ight,
—  The C hildren’s F riend.
1896.] THE SCHOOL P A P E R . 149
SWIMMING BIRDS.
A-bun-dance, plenty.
Awk-ward, not graceful; clumsy. 
De-serv-ed-ly, ju s tly ; rightly.
E-mitsf gives out.
Ex-am-ples, instances.
Ex-ist-ence, being.
Floating, swimming on the surface of the water. 
Fre-quent-ing, visiting often.
Fur-nished, provided.
Haunts, places in which it is often found. 
Plen-ti-ful, abundant.
Plu-rnage, all the feathers of a bird. 
Prized, valued.
Ra-pid-ly, swiftly.
Read-i-ly, clearly and quickly. 
Vi-o-lent-ly, with force; severely.
Ducks and geese a t once occur to our m inds1 as well-known examples 
of swimming birds. W e can readily see how well their boat-shaped 
bodies and long necks are fitted for living on the water.
DUCK.
All these birds are web-footed, the toes being joined together by a 
strong skin. This web or skin, moreover, can be folded up as the foot 
is pushed forward. Thus, swimming becomes an easy m atter for them .
Look at the foot of a duck while floating along. W hen drawn in, 
the toes are folded up so as to allow the bird to pass through the water 
more easily. W hen pushed back, they are spread out, and the bird is 
urged rapidly forward.
Further, their short legs are placed far back on the body. This 
position suits very well for paddling in the water. I t  makes, however, 
the movements of these birds on land appear very awkward. So much 
so, th a t to "  waddle like a duck ” has become a well-known saying.
Swimming birds are exposed to great and sudden changes of heat 
and cold. To protect them  against these changes, their bodies are 
covered with a thicker and closer plumage than  those of other birds.
N ext the skin there is a thick coat of soft, white feathers called 
“  down.” This, in the case of the black swan, is sometimes made into
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muffs and other articles used by ladies. For oiling the feathers, a 
large supply of oil is provided. This oil prevents the plumage from 
getting wet, and gives the feathers the fine gloss to he seen" in the 
common duck.
Ducks have a strange way of gobbling up2 their food, taking in 
mud and water at the same time. Their broad, flat bills are furnished 
with rough plates or ridges along the edges. These form a good 
strainer, by means of which the birds select their food, keeping it in 
the month, and allowing the mud and water to run out.
More graceful than ducks or geese are the swans. I t  is a pretty 
sight to see them gliding along over the water, necks finely curved, and 
wings partly lifted, as if to catch the wind.
W H IT E  S W A N.
The swan is usually as gentle and harmless as it is graceful and 
beautiful. If, however, any one goes near its young ones, another side 
of its nature is shown.
When offended, or making an attack, this hird emits a hissing 
sound like a goose. I t  also strikes the offender very violently with its 
wings.
The people of Europe, before the discovery of Australia, spoke of 
a black swan as a thing the existence of which was not to be believed, 
the swans of all other places on the globe being white. When, 
however, they visited the shores of our continent, they saw black 
swans in abundance.
This bird was formerly very plentiful along the coast of Victoria, 
frequenting the river-mouths and other sheltered inlets of the sea. I t  
is still seen in large numbers on the south-west coast of Western 
Australia. From these birds that colony took its former name of 
“ The Swan River Settlem ent;” and the postage stamps in use there 
have on them the impression of a black swan. In the white man, the 
black swan finds its most deadly enemy, so that now in many places, 
where the bird was once very numerous, it has become almost extinct.3
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The black swan is smaller than the white swan of Europe. The 
plumage of the former is not black all over, there being some white 
feathers on the wings. Its  bill, blood-red in colour, is crossed near the 
tip with a white band.
B L A C K  S W A N .
These birds feed chiefly on the seeds and roots of plants which 
grow in water. They are fond of fish-spawn, of which they are said 
tojbe great destroyers.
* |  The swan makes her nest of the reeds and rushes growing near her 
haunts. In  it she lays from five to nine eggs of a pale green colour, 
stained with brown. Both male and female take their turn in sitting 
on the eggs. The breeding season4 is from September to January.
Both white swans and black are much prized, and deservedly so, for 
their gracefulness and beauty. On this account, they are kept in 
parks and public gardens having sheets of water of any size.
1. Oc-cur' to  our m inds, suggest them selves.
2 . Gob-bling up, sw allow ing quickly .
3. Has be-come' a l-m ost ex-tin ctf has alm ost d ied  out.
4. The breed-ing sea-son, th a t  tim e of th e  y ea r in w hich th e  eggs are hatched .
THE NOBODY MAN.
Bowed, ben t.
Bur-den, load.
Dole-ful, sad.
H eav-i-ly, w ith  a  g rea t load.
Hob-bled, lim ped.
Im -ag-ine, th in k  of.
I  w alked one day, a long, long way,
Down to  Topsy-Turvy Town ;
W here i t ’s day all n ight, and it 's  n igh t 
all day,
In  the  land of U pside Down.
A nd who do you th in k  was w alking round ?
Im agine i t  if you can ;
I  found in th e  land of U pside Down,
The N obody Man.
Nigh, near.
O-ver-bur-dened, over-loaded. 
Shoul-dered, borne on th e  shoulder. 
Top-sy-tur-vy, upside dow n.
Wight, m an.
W on-der-ful, s trange .
H is head was bowed, he groaned aloud, 
W ith  th e  burden th a t  he bore ; 
M isdeeds and mishaps, a w onderful 
crowd,
T ill there  seemed no room for more.
“  And why are you so heavily taxed,
On such an unequal p lan  ? ”
As I  sa t on a wayside seat, I  asked 
The N obody Man.
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H e sat him  nigh w ith  a doleful sigh,
And he said, ‘ ‘ I t  needs m ust be ; 
W hat 1 Nobody ’ does a t home so sly 
Is shouldered here by me.
The slips and mishaps th a t are  soon or 
late,
Denied by the  careless clan,
In  th e  land of Upside Down all weight 
The Nobody Man. ”
H e passed along w ith  a doleful song,
This over-burdened w ig h t;
And, bowed w ith  the weight of o ther 
folks’ wrong,
H e hobbled out of s ig h t ;
And I  don’t  understand  how it  all can be, 
Or why he should bear th is b an , 1 
B ut—well ’tw as a wonderful th ing  to  see 
The Nobody M a n !
— St. N icholas.
1. Bear this ban, be torm ented in this way.
THE STORY OF A LEAF.
Al-low-ing, letting.
Ar-ter-ies, vessels conveying blood from the 
heart.
A-wak-ened, roused up from sleep. 
As-cend-ing, going up.
Beau-ti-fied, adorned.
Com-fort-a-bly, in a comfortable manner. 
Con-ceall hide.
Cu-ri-ous, anxious to learn.
Cu-ri-ous-ly, in a curious manner.
Daz-zled, overpowered with light. 
Del-i-cate, finely formed. 
Dis-con-tent-ed, dissatisfied. 
Ea-ger-ly, showing great desire. 
Flut-ter-ing, floating down. 
Lifo-er-ty, freedom.
Mer-ri-ly, gaily.
Nour-ished, fed.
Re-joi-cing, making merry. 
Ttick-ling, running in drops.
On a mild day in winter, a number of children were playing a game 
of hide-and-seek in a large orchard. One little girl, after a long search 
for a place in which to conceal herself, sank down behind a bush on 
a heap of dead leaves. These, a few months before, had beautified the 
various fruit trees growing round the spot.
Just as she had settled herself comfortably, a puff of wind swept by, 
and scattered a number of leaves over her. She was about to brush 
them away, when she was startled by a weak, timid voice crying, " Oh 
don’t, miss, please, don’t ! Let me rest here awhile, and I will tell you 
why I am now in this withered and dying condition, instead of merrily 
swinging on yonder branch, as I was doing a few weeks ago.”
" Do, please, do,” said the little girl eagerly.
"W ell,” began the leaf, " through last winter’s cold and storms I  
was rocked in a tiny, though cosy, cradle. This cradle was formed of 
scales glued tightly together by a sticky substance. The inside was 
lined with soft down. But I was discontented with my lot, for I  was 
young and curious, and wished to get a glimpse of the great world. 
But wishing did not hasten the day of my freedom: I  had to wait the 
time fixed by nature.
" One fine morning, I was awakened by a bright light, which almost 
dazzled me, and by a confused noise as of whispering and clapping of 
hands. I  gazed around curiously, and was greatly surprised to see 
hundreds of tiny things like myself, dancing, rejoicing, and swaying 
to and fro.
" I t  was not long before I  felt that I was at last free. I  saw that 
the sticky substance which had held the scales of the leaf-buds so
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firmly together had melted, allowing the former to fall apart, and thus 
to set me and my fellows at liberty.
“ Ah, little maiden, what a happy time 
we had, sporting with the delicate pink and 
white blossoms around us. W hat pranks the 
breezes from the mountains played with us.” 
Here the leaf paused.
" Go on, please,” cried the little girl.
“ But, alas ! ” sighed the leaf, “ the dear 
spring days passed, and summer came on. 
As the season advanced, a change came over 
me. I became harder, my colour darkened, 
l e a v e s  a n d  f r u i t  o f  o a k . and, more than once, I thought the sun
would scorch me up. At times, I was so 
choked with the dust with which the hot winds covered me, that I could 
scarcely breathe.
“ All this time, I was nourished by the sap 
which the roots drank in from the ground.
“ You should know that the sap is to a leaf 
what that bright red liquid, called blood, which 
flows through your arteries and veins, and helps 
to build up your body, is to you. I f  your blood 
were to cease flowing, the rich colour would fade 
out of your cheeks, and life would soon leave you.
" Perhaps, little lady, you are wondering how 
the sap rises to the leaves on the lofty trees.
Listen, and I ’ll tell you. Liquids have the power 
of ascending through very small tubes. There 
are millions of these in the substance of the tree, 
and through them the nourishing fluid travels 
from the roots.
" But 1 must go back to the story of my life.
Summer at last came to an end, and the shorter, l e a v e s  a n d  f r u i t  
cooler days of autumn followed. Then the sap OF PINEl
no longer came to nourish me.
" I became dry, and my colour changed from green to yellow. I 
noticed that the buds of the leaves that were coming to take our places 
were beginning to swell. They seemed to be saying that it was time 
for us to go.
“ One day, a sudden breeze stirred the branches of the trees, and I 
found myself with other leaves fluttering to the ground. Soon, all my 
companions had followed me, and the trees stood, as you see them now, 
leafless,1 and looking as if they had no life left in them.
" But they are not dead ; they are resting, just as your body rests 
after a long day’s work. The sap is still trickling, but very lazily, 
through their veins.
" When you are sleeping, the course of the blood through your body 
also is much slower than when you are wide awake and moving about.
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“ W hen spring returns, and the weather becomes warmer, the
swelling buds will push the scales apart, and those bare-looking trees
will burst into leaf again. I shall be decayed and forgotten by th a t
tim e ; hut I  have told you my story, and hope th a t you have found it
interesting. Your companions are calling, little  friend ; I  am feeling
very tired, and wish to rest. Good-bye.”
“  Yes,” said the little  girl, “ the story of your life has been very
in teresting to me ; but I  do not wish to say good-bye to you, little
leaf. I shall always keep you, so that, when I  see you, I  may be
reminded of your story.”
— Adapted  fro m  an article by 1ST. F. McF. (M yrtleford School).
1. Leafless. —It is only such trees as the apple, the oak, and the elm tha t wholly shed their leaves. The 
pine and trees th a t are natives of Australia are evergreen. Unlike the trees named above, they 
are supplied with sap all the year round. They lose a certain number of leaves a t intervals, enough, 
however, being left to preserve the green appearance.
THE LITTLE LEAVES.
Gar-net, a precious stone, generally of a reddish 
colour.
Nestled, lay close.
Pip-mg, making a shrill sound.
Scat-tered, spread in all directions.
“ W e m ust go,” sighed little  Ruby, 
Orange, Topaz, G arnet, G o ld ;
‘1 F or the  chilly breeze is calling,
A nd th e  year is growing old .1 
Good-bye, qu iet sunny meadows 
T h at we never more shall see ; 
Good-bye, winding brooks of silver, 
Snowy lambs and dear old tree—
Dear, old, loving m other tre e .”
To-paz, a precious stone, generally of a yellowish 
colour.
Wood-land, land on which there are many trees 
growing.
From  the branches down they fluttered, 
Like a rainbow scattered  wide ;
And the  old tree  looked so lonely,
T hat was once th e  woodland’s pride. 
B ut the  wind came w ildly piping,
And they  danced away w ith  glee. 
Ruby, Topaz, G arnet, Orange,
Soon forgot the poor old tree—
Poor, old, loving m other tree.
B ut when skies of drear November 2 
Frow ned upon th e ir wild delight,
All the  little  leaves grew lonely,
A nd they  w andered back one n ig h t ;
And they  nestled in a hollow 
A t the foot of the  old tree,
Sighing, ‘ ‘ All the long w hite w inter 
W e shall now so quiet be 
N ear our dear, old m other tree .”
— G e o r g e  C o o p e r , in Harper's Young People.
1. Grow-ing old, drawing to a close.
2. Drear No-vem-ber. In the Northern Hemisphere during this month the weather is cold.
CHIPS.
R u l e  o f  C o n t r a r y .— “  Ma, you send me to bed when I am not 
sleepy, and make me get up when I am sleepy,” complained little  
Tommy.
“ Oh, m am m a,” said little  Willie, as he made his first close 
inspection of a bicycle, “ this machine has got rubbers on to keep its 
wheels from getting  wet.”
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ROBINSON CRUSOE.—PART III,
Cas-U-al-ly, by chance. 
Dis-cour-ag-ing, disheartening. 
Drought, absence of rain. 
Ex-act-ly, just.
Ex-ces-sive-ly, very. 
Ex-pe-ri-ence, knowledge. 
Ex-per-i-ments, trials. 
Im-ag-ined, thought.
Per-fect-ly, quite. 
Pleas-ant-ly, nicely ; well. 
Quan-ti-ty, amount. 
Re-main-ing, th a t was left. 
Res-i-dence, dwelling-place. 
Vi-o-lent-ly, hard. 
Yield-ed, gave.
I was so charmed with this place, that I spent much of my time 
here for the whole of the remaining part of the month of July. Here 
I built a little kind of bower, and surrounded it at a distance with a 
strong fence, or double hedge, as high as I  could reach, well staked and 
tilled between with brushwood. I lay here very secure, sometimes two 
or three nights at a tim e ; and, as I had arranged to do with my other 
residence, or rather fort, I  always went over into it with a ladder. 
Now I had my country house and my sea-coast house.
About the beginning of August I  finished my bower, and began to 
enjoy myself in it. On the 3rd of August, I found the grapes I had 
hung up perfectly dried, and indeed they were excessively good raisins ; 
so I began to take them down from the trees. Lucky it was that I  did 
so, for the rains which followed would have spoiled them, and I would 
thus have lost the best part of my winter food, for I  had above two 
hundred large bunches of them.
No sooner had I  taken them down, and carried them to a cave, 
which I then used as a store-house, than it began to ra in ; and hence­
forth—that is, from the 14th of August—it rained, more or less, every 
day, till the middle of October; and sometimes so violently, that I 
could not stir out of my den for several days.
During this confinement in my cover by the rain,1 I worked daily 
two or three hours at enlarging my house, and by degrees worked it on 
towards one side, till I came to the outside of the hill. There I  made 
a door or way out, which reached beyond my fence or w all; and I  came 
in and out this way.
But I  was not perfectly easy at lying so open ; for, in my sea-side 
residence, I was in a perfect enclosure; whereas now, I thought I lay 
exposed to anything that might come in upon me. Nevertheless I 
could not perceive that there was any living thing to fear, the biggest 
creature that I  had yet seen upon the island being a goat.
The rainy season and the dry season began now to appear regular 
to me, and I learned to divide them so as to provide for them accord­
ingly ; 2 but I had to buy all my experience, and that dearly ; and what 
I  am going to relate was one of the most discouraging experiments I 
made.
I  had saved a few ears of barley and rice; and now I thought it a 
proper time to sow it, after the rains, the sun being in its southern 
position, going from me. Accordingly, I  dug up a piece of ground, as 
well as I could, with my wooden spade, and dividing it into two parts, 
I  sowed my grain. But as I was sowing, it casually occurred to m e3
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that I  should not sow it all at first, because I did not know what was 
the proper time for i t ; so I sowed about two-thirds of the seeds, 
leaving about a handful of each.
“  I D UG  U P  A PIECE O F  G R O U N D  A S W E LL A S I C O U L D .”
I t  was a great present comfort to me that I  did so, for not one 
grain of what I sowed came at that time to anything: the dry months 
following, the seed had no moisture to assist its growth, and it did not 
sprout till the wet season had come again. Then, however, it grew as 
if it had been but newly sown.
Meanwhile, finding my first seed did not grow, which I easily 
imagined was on account of the drought, I sought for a moister place 
to make another trial in ; and I dug up a piece of ground near my new 
bower, and sowed the rest of my seed in the following February. This, 
having the rainy months of March and April to water it, sprang up 
very pleasantly, and yielded a fair good crop ; but having only part of 
the seed left, and not daring to sow all that I had, I had but a small 
quantity after a l l : my whole crop did not amount to above half a peck4 
of each kind.
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By this experiment, however, I  was made master of my business, 
and knew exactly when it was the proper season to sow, and that I  
m ight expect two seed-times and two harvests every year.
1. During this con-fine-ment . . .  by the rain, while I was kept in by the rain.
2. To pro-vide' for them ac-cord-ing-ly, to make ready for them  in a way th a t was suitable.
3. Oc-cur-red to me, came into my mind.
4. Half a peck, a gallon.
When I was a little boy, I  remember one cold winter’s morning 
I  was accosted by a smiling man with an axe on his shoulder. " My 
pretty boy,” said he, “ has your father a grindstone ? ” “ Yes, sir,”
said I. “ You are a hue little fellow,” said h e ; “ will you let me 
grind my axe on i t ? ”
Pleased with his compliment of " fine little fellow,” " Oh, yes, 
sir,” I  answered; “ it is down in the shop.” “ And. will you, my 
man,” said he, patting me on the head, “ get a little hot water ? ” 
How could I  refuse ? I ran and soon brought a kettleful. “ How 
old are you, and what’s your name ? ” continued he, without waiting 
for a reply. " I  am sure you are one of the finest lads that I  have 
ever seen. W ill you just turn a few minutes for me ? ”
Tickled with the flattery, like a fool, I went to work, and bitterly 
did I  rue the day. I t  was a new axe, and I toiled and tugged till 
I was almost tired to death. The school-bell rang, and I could not 
get away ; my hands were blistered, and it was not half ground. At 
length, however, the axe was sharpened, and the man turned to me 
with, “ How, you little rascal, you’ve played the truant ; scud to 
school, or you’ll rue it.”
Alas ! thought I, it was hard enough to turn a grindstone this 
cold d ay ; but now to be called a little rascal, is too much. I t sank 
deep in my mind, and often have I  thought of it since.
When I  see a merchant over polite to his customers—begging 
them to take a little brandy, and throwing his goods on the counter 
—I think with myself, that man has an axe to grind.
W hen I  see a man flattering the people, making great professions 
of attachment to liberty, who is in private life a tyrant—methinks, 
look out, good people, that fellow would set you turning grindstones.
When I see a man hoisted into office by party-spirit—without a 
single qualification to render him either respectable or useful—a la s! 
methinks, deluded people, you are doomed for a season to turn the
THE GRINDSTONE,
Ac-cost' speak to ; address.
An-swer, reply.
At-tach-ment, love ; bond of affection. 
Com-pli-ment, act of civility. 
Cus-tom-ers, those who deal with one. 
De-lud-ed, deceived.
Doom-ed, fated.
Flat-ter-y, false praise.
Pro-fes-sion, claim.
Qual-i-fi-ca-tion, fitness.
Re-spect-a-ble, worthy of esteem.
Rue, grieve for.
Scud, run off quickly.
Tic-kled, pleased.
Tru-ant, one who stays away from school
without leave. 
Ty-rant, cruel master.
grindstone for a booby, ■Dr . F r a n k l in .
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GLEANINGS.
The attention of scholars in Victorian State Schools is drawn to 
the following admirable rules of conduct, which have been issued for 
the guidance of scholars attending the schools of New South 
W ales:—
“ 1. You are requested to conduct yourselves in the streets, public 
places, and elsewhere, so that you may not cause annoyance nor 
give offence to other persons.
“ 2. Be always kind and gentle to others, and especially to the 
old, or weak, or afflicted.
“ 3. Always avoid the use of bad language.
“ 4. Do no injury to the property of others, no matter how great 
or small its value may be.
" 5. Be kind to dumb animals.
" 6. Under all circumstances be strictly truthful in word and deed.
" 7. Always remember that you have in your hands the credit of 
your school and your own good name, and that these will be 
judged by your behaviour.
“ Above all, remember the golden rule of life— Do unto others 
as you would have others do unto you.”
NOTICES.
T eachers are requested  to  tak e  notice th a t  i t  has been decided to  issue, on th e  
1st M ay, 1897, ano ther School Paper.
This paper will be for the use of Class IV. in First, Second, Third, and 
Fourth Class schools, and Classes IV. and V. in Fifth, Sixth, and Seventh 
Class schools.
I t  is desirable th a t  th e  children  should supply  them selves w ith  th e  paper from  the  
first d a te  of issue.
R oyal Readers Nos. IV . and V. w ill continue in use in  connexion w ith  th e  exam ina­
tions to  be held during  1897 except in  cases w here teachers m ay prefer (after th e  issue 
of four num bers of th e  paper) to  be exam ined th ere in , instead  of in  th e  Readers.
Teachers are  also notified th a t ,  during  1897, th ere  will be no a lte ra tio n  in  th e  reading 
books a t p resen t used in  Classes I . ,  I I . ,  and  V I.
P U P IL  T E A C H E R  E X A M IN A T IO N S.
C andidates p resen ting  them selves for com pletion in singing and draw ing w ill be 
exam ined on th e  w ork of th e  old program m e th is  year, bu t, a fte r 1896, on th e  w ork of 
th e  new  program m e.
J a m e s  B a g g e ,
Acting Secretary.
* * * * * *
A cknowledged, w ith th an k s , articles original and selected from  E. S. Cunnington, 
W . H. Jackson , H . C. H anna, E. Lang, H . F itzh erb ert, “  Bill and T ed ,” F. Uudfield, 
T. H all, F . J .  A ndrew , N. F . M cF ., M. W . K itson, A. Rhodes, and W . P. Chalmers.
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HOME, SWEET HOME.
K ey F. , P o p u l a r  M e l o d y .
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home, There’s place likehome, There’s place like
An exile from home, splendour dazzles in vain ! 
Oh, give me my lowly thatch’d cottage again !
The birds singing gaily that came at my ca ll; 
And give me its peace of mind, dearer than aJL 
Home, home, &c.
By Authority: Robt. S. Brain, Government Printer, Melbourne.
to  jBdrm rl
F O R  G L A S S  I I I .
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THE SONG OF THE ANGELS.
An-cient, form er; old.
Ba-tiel, confused.
Climb-ing, steep.
C lO -ven, divided ; opened.
GlO-ri-OUS, g ran d ; splendid.
Gra-cious, kind.
f t  came upon the  m idnight clear,
T hat glorious song of old,
From  angels bending near the  earth ,
To touch their harps of gold :
“  Peace to the  earth , good will to men 
From  H eaven’s all-gracious K ing ! ” 
The world in solemn stillness lay 
To hear the  angels sing.
S till  through the  cloven skies they come, 
W ith  peaceful wings unfurled ;
A nd still their heavenly music floats 
O’er all the weary world :
Above its sad and lowly plains 
They bend on heavenly wing,
A nd ever o’er its B ab el1 sounds 
The blessed angels sing.
Peace-ful, calm.
Sol-emn, serious.
Swift-ly, speedily; soon.
Splen-dours, glories.
Strain, music.
Un-furledi expanded.
Y et w ith the woes of sin and strife 
The world has suffered long ;
Beneath the angel-strain have rolled 
Two thousand years of wrong ;
And men, a t w ar w ith men, hear not 
The love-song which they  bring ;—
Oh ! hush the noise, ye men of strife, 
And hear the  angels sing !
And ye, beneath life’s crushing load, 
Whose forms are bending low,—
W ho toil along the climbing way 
W ith  painful steps and slow,—
Look now ! for glad and golden hours 
Come swiftly on the wing ;
Oh ! rest beside the weary road,
And hear the  angels sing !
For lo ! the days are hastening on,
By prophet-bards 2 foretold,
W hen, w ith the ever-circling years,
Comes round the  age of gold ; 3 
W hen peace shall over all the earth  
H er ancient splendours fling,
And the whole world send back the song 
W hich now the angels sing.
1. Ba-bel. The language of those who attem pted to build the tower of Babel was so changed tha t they 
could not understand one another.
S. Proph-et-bardsf the Old Testament writers who, like Moses, David, and Isaiah, were both prophets 
a n d  "•
3. Age Of gold, tha t blessed time to come when violence and strife shall disappear from earth.
THE GRAND OLD MAN.
For-got^ten, passed out of the memory.
■Rein-deer, large deer found in the northern 
parts of Europe and America.
Scur-ry, hurry
Sleigh (sla, “ a ” as in pay), sledge; vehicle or 
carriage moved on runners.
There was, once upon a time, long, long ago, an old man who had 
a long, white heard, and very long, white hair. He lived in a little 
house far, far away from here, in a place where there was snow all 
the year.
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He was such a very kind old man, and loved every one so much, 
that every one loved him. The little people for miles around knew 
of him and loved him. He had a very pretty little sleigh and the 
queerest team that you ever heard of. They were as small as little 
ponies, but they had horns on each side of their heads. I wonder if 
you can think what they were. I t  was a team of reindeer, and there 
were six of them. They were very pretty, and as gentle as any horses. 
In  some countries where they have a great deal of snow, they use reindeer 
always instead of horses, because they do not mind the cold and can 
go faster than horses.
SANTA CLAUS IN HIS SLEIGH, AS HE USED TO TRAVEL.
Each reindeer had a name, and the names were Dancer, Prancer, 
Dasher, Vixen, Dnnder, and Blitzen. These were queer names ; but 
the dear old man liked the names ; and each reindeer knew its own 
name.
How fast this team could g o ! And the houses in this place were 
so low that the team could go right up over the roofs and not tip the 
little sleigh over at all. The good old man would sit still in his sleigh, 
which was filled with presents th a t he was going to give to the people 
whom he loved. As the sleigh would go over the roof behind the
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reindeer, the old man would reach over in the sleigh, take out some­
thing that he wanted to give to somebody in that house, and drop it 
right down the big chimney if there was no fire on the hearth ; but, if 
there was smoke coming from the chimney, he would leave the present 
at the door where the people could easily find it. In  the morning, the 
people would find the presents, and they always knew who left them, 
because they could see the marks of the tiny feet of the reindeer in the 
soft snow around the house.
Sometimes, the old man would go right down the chimney himself, 
or he would knock at the door, and the people would invite him in 
that way, for they were always glad to see him. When he went into 
the house, he would sit and tell stories, or play with the little people ; 
and they would all have a great deal of fun together. When he 
would start to go, they would all say, “ Oh, Santa Claus, don’t go,” 
for the old man’s name was Santa Claus ; but Santa Claus would 
reply, " I must go now, for I have a great many calls to make 
to-day. Good-bye, dear little friends.”
While Santa Claus was in the house, he would be so kind and 
loving to every one, that, after he was gone, the people where he had 
been would be just as kind and loving, and would speak kindly to 
every one else.
One day, Santa Claus sent word all around by the North Wind 
that he was going away the next day, and was to be gone a whole 
year. Before he went, however, he wanted to give presents to all the 
people, because he loved them, and was sorry to leave them. So, 
that night, he wanted them to put out their fires, and to hang 
their stockings by the chimney, that he might know they had not 
forgotten him, and that he might have a place to leave the presents.
That night everybody went to bed very early, but, before they 
went, they put out the fire, and lmng the stockings by the chimney. 
After all was ready, they went to bed and tried to go to sleep. Some 
of them did not get to sleep before he came, and the first they heard 
of him was a tinkle, tinkle, tinkle of tiny bells, and then they heard 
his sweet voice say, “ On, P rancer! on, Dancer! quick, Dunder and 
B litzen! On, on, little Dasher and Vixen, just scurry; we’ve a long 
way to go, and we’ll have to hurry.” Then they heard the soft patter, 
patter, patter of the tiny feet of the reindeer on the roof, and they saw 
Santa Claus himself sliding down the chimney. He was wrapped up 
in a fur coat and cap and gloves, and on his back he had a big bag 
full of good things. He stopped before the stockings, and took a 
piece of paper out of his pocket, and put it down in the toe of each 
stocking. Then he filled all the stockings, and went up the chimney 
and on to the next house, where he did the same thing, only he did 
not leave the same presents.
In the morning, the people went to Jook at their stockings, and 
there they found just the things they want*ed and had needed for a long 
time. Santa Claus knew just what to give them. When the piece of
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paper was found away down in the toe of each stocking, it was a letter 
from Santa Claus, and this is what was written in it : —
M y  D e a r  L i t t l e  F r i e n d s  a n d  B i g  F r i e n d s , —
T his is th e  tw enty-fifth  day of Decem ber and  is C hristm as day, and C hristm as 
day  is a day of love. I  leave these l ittle  gifts for you, because I  love you and w ant you 
to  love me and rem em ber m e; and I  hope you will love each o ther m ore and more every 
day, and be very  k ind  and helpful to  each o ther all th e  year. E very  presen t m eans ju s t 
love for you, and, a fte r th is , on C hristm as eve, w hich is th e  n igh t before C hristm as day, 
all hang up your stockings. I  hope also you will all be S an ta  Claus w orkers, for you can 
a ll help me if you wish to , and will rem em ber w hat I  have said. A ny presen t th a t  you 
give, if you give it  w ith  your love, is sure to  be a nice p resent, and w ill m ake somebody 
happy. I  w ill alw ays rem em ber you and help you all th a t  I  can.
^Good-bye, w ith  love to  every one of you,
S a n t a  C l a u s .
SANTA CLAUS, ON HIS BICYCLE, AS HE TRAVELS NOW.
{By permission of Messrs. Prang and Co., per Mr. R. Jolley.)
They all loved Santa Claus so much that they remembered what 
he wrote them, and every Christmas they hung their stockings by 
the chimney, and they worked with Santa Claus, too. They gave
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presents to those who did not have as much as they d id ; and, if you 
had been there, you would have thought there were a great many 
Santa Clauses, for every one was so happy on Christmas day, and 
they are to this day.
—E. L. D o e r , in Child Garden.
SANTA CLAUS’S SECRET.
Dis-ap-point-ed, grieved; son\y. Se-eret, what is unknown, or unexplained.
■ H
BABY W A K E S  U P  AND S E E S  S A N T A  C LA U S.
(From  P l e a s a n t  L e a r n in g  L a n d , by perm ission  of M r. E . W. Cole).
W ho is th is dear old Santa Claus ?
I ’d really  like to  k now ;
Could anybody tell me,
W ho ’tis  loves children so?
L ast night he thought me sleeping 
W hen he came and looked at me; 
H e peeped ’way down my stocking 
To see w hat he could see.
H e looked up disappointed,
I  could not help bu t speak ;
So I  asked him w hat he wanted, 
And he kissed me on my cheek.
“ I  am sorry th a t you saw me;
Go to  sleep my little  b ird ;
B u t I  have a little  secret
W hich I ’ll te ll you in a word.
“  Before I  fill each stocking 
I  dive down to the  toe,
To see if any one has left 
A gift for me, you know. ”
“ Presents for you, dear Santa?
W ho’d th ink  of such a th in g !
I  thought the presents all were yours 
To little  folks to bring. ”
“ T h a t’s so, m y little  darling,
But so many girls and boys
Make it hard  for good old Santa 
To prepare enough of toys.
“ You little  folks could help me 
If you’d spare me just a few
Of your last year’s Christm as presents, 
W hen I  bring you something new.
‘ ‘ I f  ’tis only something tiny,
Ju s t  to  fill a toe or two
Of some dear child’s Christmas stocking, 
W ho has fewer toys than  you. ”
— I v a  M a y  T h o m s o n ,  i n  Child Garden.
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ROB’S CHRISTMAS
Busi-ness, tha t which one has to do. 
Cheer-ful-ly, pleasantly.
Christ-mas, birthday of Jesus Christ. 
Corn-plain? grumble.
De-clared? said.
Er-rands, messages.
Man-aged, were able.
Mer-ri-est, happiest. 
Mourn-ful-ly, sadly. 
Re-al-ly, truly. 
Splen-did, grand. 
Stam-mered, faltered. 
Stur-dy, manly. 
Sur-pris-ing, wonderful.
“ I  am just as sorry as I  can be,” said Iiob’s mother, as she 
tucked Nell and Flo in for the night, “ th a t we can’t have any 
Christmas this year. Father has been ill so long that our money 
is almost gone, and mother will have to do all she can to get 
enough to pay the ren t and buy food. But we will not complain
if we only have dear father well again.’
Nell and Flo put up their tear-stained faces for kisses, and tried 
to say good-night cheerfully. But to have no Christmas was dreadful,
wasn’t i t?  Mother knew it was, and a tear dropped on Rob’s face
as she bent to kiss him.
“  You deserve the merriest Christmas, laddie,” she said tenderly, 
" and m other would give it to you if she only could. Still, we will 
be happy because father is spared to us. My brave little  man will 
help me to make it as pleasant as I  can for the children, won’t 
he ? ” Sturdy little Rob choked back a sob as he put his arms 
round his mother’s neck. " Of course I  will ; ” and he gave her the 
good-night kiss.
“ W on’t it be dreadful, Robbie?” said Nell, when they were 
alone, " no presents, and no nice dinner ! I ’m hungry all the time, 
it seems to me.” z< So am I ,” piped Flo, mournfully ; "  I  don’t get 
nearly enough to eat now.”
“ Neither do I ,” said kind-hearted Rob, "  but I think mother is 
the worst off, because she eats hardly anything. She saves it for 
father and us, and she cries often.” “ Father looked as if  he had 
been crying too, this afternoon,” said Nell. “  Perhaps he’s sorry 
because we can’t have any Christmas,” sighed Flo.
Rob lay awake a long time after his sisters went to sLep. “ I  
wish I  could do something, and I ’m just going to see if I  can’t ,” 
he thought. " I ’m almost a big boy, and I ’m mother’s little man— 
she says I  am. I ’m going to help her— somehow.” And th a t was 
the last Rob knew until daylight.
After breakfast, can in hand, he went up to Mr. Green’s for the 
milk. u  Is Mr. Green at home ? ” he asked. “ I  want to see him, 
please, on business.” Mrs. Green laughed. “ Business, you little 
fellow, you hardly know what the word means, but you’ll find my 
husband out in the barn.” Rob trudged out there boldly, though 
his heart was beating fast.
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“ Well, my little man, what is i t ? ” asked the farmer, kindly.
“ I  should like, I  want to know,” stammered Rob, forgetting
every word of the speech he had so carefully got ready. “ I  wish 
to help my mother all I  can, now father’s ill, and the children 
feel so sad because we can’t have any Christmas. Don’t  you think 
I could earn something ? I  could do lots of things, and perhaps 
father and mother would feel better if  they had enough to eat. 
We’re hungry, and I  know they are.”
" Why, yes,” said Mr. Green, turning aside his head, “ I  dare say 
you can, and I really want a boy about your size to help for a few 
days. So just come, and I ’ll pay you with everything needful for 
the best Christmas dinner you ever had.”
Truly, it seemed to Rob, as he was returning home that morning, 
that he was a foot taller. “ We’re going to have a merry Christmas,” 
he cried, rushing in. “ I ’m to start work at farmer Green’s this very 
day.” Mother sat down and cried. Then she went in and told father, 
and tears rolled down his thin white cheeks. " Dear little m an ! ” 
he said tenderly ; and he seemed to grow better from that very 
minute.
I t  was surprising how many errands Mr. Green wanted done. 
W hen he hadn’t any, Mrs. Green needed Rob. “ I wonder how we 
managed to get along without such a helper, don’t you, mother ? ” 
said Mr. Green. “ We shall have to fill his basket well, to pay for all 
the help he has given us.”
“ Mrs. Green is going to give me a lot of cakes and other nice 
things,” said Rob to his mother. “ These will do for father and the 
children, and I ’ve got something for you. I  am almost too big a boy 
for presents.”
You should have seen the children trudging home from the farm 
the night before Christmas. Rob’s basket was so heavy he could hardly 
carry it. “ Are you sure I ’ve earned all that ? ” he asked. “ Oh, 
certainly,” replied Mrs. Green, “ it’s worth a great deal to us old folks 
to have some one to run our messages.” Then Flo had a bundle, and 
Yell a pretty little tree. “ Just the thing for us,” Rob said when he 
caught sight of the tree.
Butf.brave as Rob was, he could not keep back the tears after he 
was in bed that night. “ I ’m very glad that I could be mother’s little 
man,” he sobbed; “ yet I  can’t  help wishing that I  was a little boy,
too, and could have a bat like Harry Grey’s.”
But what do you th ink? When Yell, Flo, and Rob went into the 
sitting-room to see the tree on Christmas morning, there was just such
a b a t ! “ Isn ’t that splendid ! ” thought Rob.
I t  was such a merry Christmas ! Father said he gained ten 
pounds at least ; and mother declared it was the happiest day of her 
life. “ I  am so happy,” said Rob, “ and I  believe it is because I 
helped.”
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CHRISTMAS JINGLE.
De-light^ joy. Throe, violent pang.
GlOSS-y, smooth and shining. Twin-kled, caused to shine with a quivering
Pas-sion, desire. light.
Tas-selled, provided with tassels.
II.
A happy little  maiden lived far off in a 
town,
A m erry little  maiden who never wore a  
frown,
Except when in a passion ;
For to  scow 1 was not a fashion 
Of her fa ther or her mother,
Or her sister or her brother,
Or of any friends in town.
III .
This happy little  pine-tree was carried 
off one day 
To the  happy little  maiden who lived 
quite far a w a y ;
And such gifts were hung upon it 
And w ith laughter taken from it 
By the  father and the mother,
And the sister and the  brother,
And some friends th a t holiday,
I.
A happy little  pine-tree lived far off in a 
wood,
A tasselled, glossy pine-tree, th a t sighed 
ju st all it  could,
N ot from any throe of passion,
B ut because i t  was the fashion 
Of its fa ther and its mother,
And its sister and its brother,
And some good friends in the  wood.
IV.
T hat the happy little  pine-tree tw inkled 
all its candles bright,
And the  happy little  maiden hopped on 
one foot from delight,
Pelted all the tim e w ith  kisses 
And with m erry Christmas wishes 
From the father and the mother, 
And the sister and the brother,
And the  friends th a t Christmas night.
— A l ic e  L . S im p s o n , in Young Crusader.
A CHRISTMAS CHAT.
Car-ols, songs of joy and praise sung a t Christ­
mas time.
Cen.-tu.-ry, hundred years.
Es-pe-cial-ly, chiefly, mainly.
Fan-cied, thought.
Gen-er-al-ly, for the most part.
Hal-cy-on, kingfisher
Ma-te-ri-als, things needed to make anything. 
Or-i-gin, beginning.
Pa^tron, giving aid or protection.
Rai-sins, dried ripe grapes.
Re-al-ly, truly.
Rec-i-pe, list of things needed to make some 
article of food, and statement of the way to  
prepare them.
Syl-la-bles, parts of a word, into which it is 
broken up when sounded.
Sup-posedf thought.
Whist, qu ie t; still.
Christmas—Merry Christmas ! Is it really drawing nigh1 again ? 
On Christmas evening let us go out and look at the stars. I f  it is a 
fine clear night, they will be shining as of old, when one of them 
guided the Wise Men of the East to a Bethlehem inn.
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T H E  S T A R  W E N T  B E F O R E  THEM,
There in the arms of His loving mother, the cattle near, they found 
the Babe who became the Man, Christ Jesus. To Him the Wise Men 
brought choice g ifts: we too now give presents to those whom we love. 
His birthday was the first Christmas. Let us not forget that, as we 
are apt to do amid the pleasures of this joyful time.
All have heard something about the carols, and the monster Christ­
mas candles. Do you know that in the northern hemisphere, the 
fourteen days before Christmas were called halcyon days ? These days 
were supposed to he very peaceful and beautiful. They were named 
probably after the bird which we call the kingfisher, and were con­
sidered a time of peace and happiness. Halcyon is the Greek name 
for kingfisher.
K ING FISH ERS.
This lovely bird generally lays its eggs in holes in the banks of 
rivers and streams during calm midwinter. The people of olden times
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supposed that it made its nest on the water. They fancied also that it 
had the power of lulling the waves, and producing calm and lovely 
weather, while hatching its young. This power was thought to come 
from the bird’s song. Must it not have been very sweet ?
“ B ut peaceful was the  n ight 
W herein the prince of light 
His reign of peace upon the earth  began.
The winds, w ith wonder whist,
Smoothly the w aters kissed,
W hispering new joys to  the  mild ocean,
W ho now ha th  quite forgot to rave,
W hile birds of calm sit brooding on the  charmed wave. ”
The Christmas carols may have had their origin in some one trying 
to sing like a kingfisher. They are among the oldest English songs, 
and were first printed in the year 1521.
Santa Claus, whom we obtained from the Germans, is Saint 
Nicholas. He was a bishop of the fourth century, and was looked 
upon as the patron saint of children, especially of all school boys. 
Claus is a contraction of the last two syllables in the name Nicholas.
Our English forefathers knew little about the Christmas tree. 
Pliun-pudding, too, with them was merely plum porridge or broth.
Germany is the land from which the Christmas tree came, and all 
Germans manage to have one, however poor they may be. I t  is said 
that the English-speaking people owe some of their Christmas 
customs to the late Prince Consort2. He brought them over with him 
from Germany to England.
The following story is told of a French nobleman. He thought to 
give his guest, an Englishman, a surprise in the shape of a real 
Christmas plum-pudding. A firstrate recipe was specially got from 
England. The cook took the greatest pains to weigh and mix the 
materials. Raisins, spice, butter, and eggs were all there. But alas ! 
nothing had been said about the cloth. The pudding came to table 
as soup, very much, no doubt, to the surprise of the Englishman.
At Christmas, the children in Norway3 have a beautiful custom. 
They set up in front of their houses a pole with the last sheaf of corn 
gathered from the harvest field fastened to it. This is intended to 
supply a feast for the birds.
The fixing up of the pole is eagerly expected by the young people. 
Shouts of joy are heard everywhere, and all eyes are on the look out 
for the coming of the birds. The latter soon make their appearance, 
and begin their feast.
This kindly act of providing thus for the birds is most praise­
worthy. Very few of the children taking part in this custom are 
likely to be guilty of cruelty to dumb animals.
1. Draw-ing nigh, coming near.
2. Prince Con-sort, the late husband of Queen Victoria. He died in 1861.
3. Nor-way, country in the north of Europe.
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SANTA CLAUS AND THE MOUSE.
Chuc-kled, laughed in a quiet way. 
Con-tra-dictf say the opposite. 
Gnawed, bit little by little. 
Hum-bly, without pride.
Knack, trick.
Im-plore? beg earnestly. 
PO-lite' well bred. 
Re-pliedf answered.
S A N T A  C L A U S  FILLING T H E  S T O C K IN G S .
(From  P l e a s a n t  L e a r n in g  L a n d , by 'permission oj Mr. E . W. Cole.)
One Christmas eve, when Santa Claus 
Came to  a certain house,
To till the children’s stockings there,
He found a little  mouse.
’A m erry Christmas, little  friend ,”
Said Santa, good and kind.
The same to you, s i r ! ” said the mouse, 
' '  I thought you would’n t mind
If; I  should stay, awake to-night,
And watch you for a while. ”
“  You’re very welcome, little  m ouse,” 
Said Santa, w ith a smile.
And then he filled the  stockings up, 
Before th e  mouse could w ink,— 
From  toe to  top, from top to  toe,
There w as’n t left a chink.
“ Now, they  won’t hold another th in g ,’ 
Said Santa Claus w ith  pride,
A tw inkle came in mousie’s eyes,
B ut hum bly he rep lied :
1 ‘ I t ’s not polite to  contradic t—
Y our pardon I  im plore,—
B ut in the  fullest stocking there,
I  could pu t one th ing  m ore.”
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“  Oh, ho ! ” laughed Santa, “ silly  mouse! The mousie chuckled to himself,
D on’t I know how to pack ?
B y filling stockings all these years,
And then he softly  stole  
R ight to the stocking’s crowded toe,
I  should have learned the knack.” And gnawed a little  hole !
And then he took the stocking down “ N ow , if you please, good Santa Claus,
From where it hung so high,
And said : ‘ ‘ N ow  put in one thing m ore;
I ’ve put in one thing more ;
For you w ill own, that little  hole
I give you leave to try. ” W as not in there before.”
H ow  Santa Claus did laugh and laugh ;
And then he gaily  spoke ;
“  W ell, you shall have a Christmas cheese 
For that nice litt le  jok e .”
HOW THE WATER FAIRIES HELPED.
Al-ley, lane ; narrow street.
Chls-elled, cut with a chisel.
Crev-ice, opening.
Dis^con-tent-ed, dissatisfied.
En-glne, machine.
Fac-tories, places where people are engaged in
making things. 
For^mer-ly, in time past.
Fright-ened, in a state of fear. 
Glis-ten-ing, shining. 
Hap-pened, taken place. 
Snug-gle, nestle.
Stream-let, small stream. 
Sud-den-ly, in a moment. 
Tre-men-dous, very great.
Once upon a time there lived, away up in the great blue sky, some 
tiny fairies. They were very strange little creatures, soft and round,, 
and when you looked a t them, most wonderful of all, you could see 
righ t through their tiny bodies. They had no wings, and so how do 
you suppose they managed to live and travel about away up in the air ? 
Well, I  will tell you. They lived in a great, gray cloud-ship, and 
travelled hundreds and hundreds of miles in a short time. The great 
boat had no oars, no engine, and no wheel, but the mighty winds made 
it float ah out.
But the little fairies did nothing all day long. A t last they grew 
very tired of just travelling backwards and forwards across the wide, 
blue sky, and they said to one another— “ W e seem to be doing nothing 
here. I f  we could only be of some use ! Surely there m ust be work 
somewhere for us all.” One little  fairy said—" Oh ! I am so tired 
of always sailing, sailing.” Another said— “ How I  should like to 
have a good race” ; and still another— “ I f  I could only find a hill to 
run down, I am sure I  should be quite happy.”
B ut these discontented little  fairies had not much longer to float 
about in the gray cloud-ship. Suddenly one day, up came a m ighty 
wind, and swept them far away. Oh ! they had never travelled so fast 
before, and it grew quite dark and they were afraid. Then there came 
a flash of bright, bright light th a t nearly blinded them, and they tried 
to hide their faces.
Before they could think what had happened, almost before the light 
was gone, came a tremendous crash as if a thousand blacksmiths were 
striking their forges with heavy iron hammers, and in th a t moment
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they felt themselves falling, falling, falling. Oh, so swiftly! Poor, 
little, frightened fairies, how they wished they had been happy and 
contented in the great, gray cloud-ship.
But these little fairies, although they did not know it, were about 
to have their wish. They were going to be of use in the world. 
Almost before they knew what had happened they felt themselves 
sinking down, down into the great brown bosom of mother earth. Oh, 
how glad they were to feel something solid under them, and how 
sweet, and earthy everything smelled !
Yes, these little fairies had come down to the earth in a summer 
shower. That which blinded them was a lightning flash, and that 
which deafened them was but the roar of thunder. Then, these small, 
round shining ones found their w ork; found why they had lived in the 
gray cloud-ship, and what there was for them to do in the world.
And oh ! how eagerly and thankfully the roots of the trees, and 
the plants and grasses sucked many of them up with their tiny mouths, 
for the little fairies helped the plants to grow stronger, and their leaves 
to grow broader, and their flowers to grow brighter. They helped the 
plants, too, to send other fairies from their leaves up into the grey 
cloud-ships in the great, blue heaven above the tree-tops.
Now, there were many of these shining ones meant for other work. 
The plants did’nt need them all, and so they went on together in the 
darkness until they came to a place that seemed less dark than all had 
been before. They began to jump for very delight, and, what do you 
th ink  ! they sprang right up ab >ve the brown earth into the sunlight, 
and made a beautiful sparkling spring. Then they joined hands, and 
raced away down the hill, dancing and laughing in the sunlight.
So they played about in the streamlet, the brook, the river, the 
pond, and the ocean for many, many days— some of them helping to 
make things clean, and bright, and fresh, some of them giving poor 
thirsty animals or tired travellers a drink, some helping to turn the 
wheels of great factories, and some helping to make the steam for 
running mighty engines.
But not all were needed by the flowers and trees, by the thirsty 
travellers, and the mighty engines. I t  seemed to those that were left, 
as the days went by, that the sun was not quite so warm as formerly, 
and that the birds sang not so sweetly. At last, the nights grew very, 
very cold, and the fairies were cold, though they ran as fast as ever, 
and danced and sparkled just as gaily.
One day, as they were running over some great, gray rocks that 
happened to lie in the path, they found in one of these blocks of stone 
a tiny crevice. They said—" Come, we have travelled far, and we 
are tired, and it grows so cold ; let us creep into the crevice of this 
rock ; let us snuggle close and be warm.” So, one by one, as the tiny 
crack would let them, they slipped into the bosom of the great, gray 
rock, and then they thought they were safe. But that night it grew 
cold, and cold, and cold; and the little stream, where the water fairies
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were playing, stopped to listen to the whispers of the cold wind, and 
then forgot to go on again.
The cold wind blew, and Jack Frost came along by the little stream, 
and, seeing the crevice in the rock, crept in. All the little water 
fairies that were in there, instead of shrinking and snuggling close 
together, as we do when Jack Frost touches us, grew larger and larger. 
They stretched out farther and farther, until they were not water fairies 
any longer, but hard glistening ice fairies.
Jack made such a long visit, and they grew so large that 
what do you suppose happened ? W hy, there wasn't room for them 
all in the bosom of the rock, and so they tried to make room. They 
had grown to be such strong ice fairies that crash went the great, gray 
rock, and then it lay split open from top to bottom.
The next day, some workmen happened to go out with horses and 
waggons to get stone for a great, new building in the city—a building 
with many airy rooms and broad, sunny windows—a new home for 
the little children of the street and alley. They found this ledge of 
rocks and the great, gray stone split open by the ice fairies. They put 
it on the waggon, and it went with many others to the city. Here, 
the stone-cutter cut the others into blocks, but he left this one, only 
smoothing off the faces, just as the fairies themselves had chiselled it.
So the trees, the flowers, the birds, the animals, the travellers, the 
workmen, and the children were all made happier because the little 
fairies, who wanted to be useful, had their wish.
— Kindergarten N ew s .
GLEANINGS.
The Bendigo Juvenile Exhibition, after being open for about a 
month, was closed on the 14th of November. Thousands of people 
visited it, and, no doubt, learned much by looking carefully at the 
many articles that were on view in the glass cases, on the tables, and 
on the walls. Hundreds of things were made and sent in for com­
petition by boys and girls, who hoped to win a gold or a silver medal. 
Even if they did not succeed in this, for all cannot win, still, when 
they were making their articles, they were gaining skill and the habit 
of perseverance—things of the highest value for them to get.
Hobart, Ballarat, Collingwood, Albury, and Bendigo have each had 
exhibitions. One is to be held next in the beautiful sea-side town of 
Warrnambool. I t  opens on the 17th of December, which is a good 
time of the year, for people who can afford it, like to spend some time 
near the sea during the hot weather. I t  should, therefore, be as great 
a success as the others have been.
The Education Department will have an exhibit there, as it had at 
Ballarat and Bendigo.
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One of the cleverest machines the mind of man has thought of is 
that for sticking common pins in the papers in which they are sold. 
The contrivance brings up the pins in rows, draws the paper into 
position, crimps it in two lines, then at a single push passes the pins 
through the paper, and sets them in position.
*  *  *  *  *  *  *  *
A lad only sixteen years of age, named Corless, was walking, a 
short time ago, along the St. Kilda pier when the screams of a boy in 
the water drew his attention. Running to the spot, and throwing off 
his hat and coat as he ran, he plunged into the water. When the 
drowning boy’s head rose to the surface, he caught hold of him, and 
succeeded in getting him to the shore, thus saving a life.
Near Moe, in Gippsland, a lad still younger, named Matheson, 
recently rescued a child who had fallen into a creek, and was being 
rapidly carried down the stream. This was the second life he had 
saved from drowning.
On the 23rd of October, Samuel Cooke, aged twelve years, bravely 
rescued his sister from drowning in the Little River. She and an elder 
brother were rowing on the river, when the boat upset, and both were 
thrown into the water. The young lady was on the point of sinking 
for the third time, when Sam plunged in, caught her by the hair, and 
swam to the shore with her. The methods for restoring the apparently 
drowned were followed out by the brothers, and they had the pleasure 
of seeing their sister recover.
Such acts as these show clearly that there is in young Australians 
some of the stuff of which heroes are made.
* * * * * * * *
Many of our readers, we are sure, will regret to hear of the total 
loss of the missionary vessel Dayspring. The wreck took place off 
the coast of New Caledonia, the ship having run upon a coral reef. 
The captain and crew escaped in boats.
NOTICES.
The Infantry D rill Manual is not supplied by the Education Departm ent. I t  is p ro ­
bable th a t a new edition will shortly  be issued by the m ilitary  authorities.
Candidates for the Certificate of Competency exam ination will be perm itted  to bring 
into the exam ination room specially ruled sheets of paper on which to  answer th e  
question upon tim e-table construction, provided th a t such papers are subm itted to the  
inspection of the  officer in charge of the  room before using them.
A t the  December exam inations, 1896, pupil-teachers presenting themselves for comple­
tion in music and drawing will have the  option of tak ing  the  paper set upon either th e  
old or the  new programme.
J a m e s  H a g u e ,
Acting Secretary.
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CAROL FOR CHRISTMAS MORNING.
Dorchester. /T \
=t
<J : r i
m
Tf f f f  f  r
J JJJ:
- o - t - m
n * ■ ! 1 ^  1 J , 1 1 l ^
---G>--- — ------*—"*■------- C)
t  r
j j
O M  V, j
h— —&----
— ^ #------- f^-9 1 » f
— p -
---G>---
- r - f = ^ = -  .
*
r
Christians, awake ! salute the  happy m orn 
W hereon the  Saviour of the  world was born : 
Rise to  adore the  m ystery of Love 
W hich hosts of angels chanted from above : 
W ith them  the  joyful tidings first begun 
Of God Incarnate , and the  Virgin’s Son.
T hen  to  the  watchful shepherds it was told, 
Who heard  th ’ angelic herald’s voice, “ Behold ! 
I  bring  good tidings of a Saviour’s b irth  
To you, and all the  nations upon earth  :
This day has God fulfilled His prom is’d word ; 
This day is born a Saviour, Christ the  Lord.”
He spake : and straightw ay the  celestial choir 
In hym ns of joy, unknown before, conspire : 
The praises of Redeem ing Love they sang,
And heav’n ’s whole orb w ith hallelujahs rang ; 
God’s highest glory was the ir anthem  still, 
Peace upon earth , and un to  m en good will.
To Bethlehem  stra igh t th ’ enlighten’d shepherds ran , 
To see the W onder God had w rought for m a n ;
And found, w ith Joseph and the  Blessed Maid,
H er Son, the Saviour, in a m anger laid.
Amazed, the  wondrous story they proclaim ,
The first apostles of His infant fame.
Let us, like these good shepherds, then  employ 
Our grateful voices to proclaim  the  joy :
Trace we the  Babe, Who has retrieved our loss,
From His poor m anger to  His b itte r Cross,
Treading His steps, assisted by His grace,
Till man's first heavenly sta te  again takes place.
Then may we hope, th ’ angelic thrones among,
To sing, redeemed, a glad trium phal song :
He th a t was born upon this joyful day 
Around us all His glory shall display :
Saved by His love, incessant we shall sing 
Of angels, and of angel-men, the King.
By A u th o rity : R o b t . S. B r a i n , Government Prin ter, Melbourne.


